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Bie LOG Tf, 


ma pee N reprinting these Lectures, the first 


four of which I delivered at the 
Royal Institution last year (1881), 
I'am quite aware that what was spoken ex- 
temporaneously, and intended originally only 
to be heard in a genial atmosphere, must lose 


some of its effect when vead in cold blood. 


But the numerous imperfect shorthand reports 
which appeared, not only upon the first delivery 
of my “American Humorists” at the Royal 
Institution, but also after their repetition at the 
London Institution in the spring of the present 


year (1882), convinced me that nothing worse 


Vill Prologue. 
could happen to them, even were I to throw 
my own notes together and print them in a 


volume. 


I have done so, and can at least plead 


Thackeray’s example in my favour. 


Thackeray’s “ EnciisH Humorists” were 


first heard in the lecture-room. 


I can only hope that the “ Wit and Wisdom” 
of others in the following pages will be found, if 
not enhanced, at least not impaired by the 
setting which I have here supplied, and which 
so lately appeared to receive the hearty approval 
of “crowded houses,” both in the east and west 


of London. 


I may add that the Dandelion on the cover 
(dent de lion), despoiled of the six floating seeds 
—one symbolic seed for each of my Humorists 
—appeared to me to indicate aptly enough the 


incisive bite, yet vagrant character, of Wit, 


Prologue. ix 

Wit often seizes its prey with a truly leonine 
grip ; yet sometimes it has to wander far in 
search of an appropriate soil,—in vain do its 
seedlets fall upon minds without a sense of 


humour. 


For the fate of these seeds which have been 
blown across the Atlantic I have no fear. They 
have long since taken root; and a glance at the 
full Dandelion ball that remains is enough to 
show that plenty more are ready to take wing 
from the same quarter, and to find, let us hope, 


a pleasant resting-place upon British soil. 


H. R. Haweis. 


LONDON, 
October, 1882. 
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AMERICAN. HUMORISTS. 


I. 
s WASHINGTON IRVING. 


2 FOREWORDS ON HUMOUR AND WIT. 


FEW words on wit and humour in general; a 
few more on American wit and humour in 
particular ; and a good many on the wit and 
humour of WasHINGTON IRVING, OLIVER 
‘WENDELL Hotes, James RussELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS 


Pa 
Warp, Mark Twaltn, and Bret Harte. 
- = 


» I have read long and tiresome essays by Hazuitr and 
others, explaining the difference between wit and humour. 
». I have lain awake at night thinking over the difference, 
‘and Ihave come to the conclusion—that there is none. 
»” I hasten to reveal this truth to the world because it has 
» been such a comfort to me. 
. Humour is the electric atmosphere, wit is the flash. A 
situation provides the atmospheric humour, and with the 
- culminating point of it comes the flash. 
The character of CaRLYLE’s “ Teufelsdroeckh ” is perfectly 
»steeped in a peculiar kind of dry and flowing humour, but 


~ 
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es 


when he says that England is composed of ten million of 
human beings—mostly fools, there is the flash. Out of such 
a tone of mind from such a humorous atmosphere, we may * 
expect to draw a spark at almost any moment. a 
Cowrer’s “John Gilpin” provides a series of situations 
from which we naturally have great expectations; and, in 4 
fact, at each turning-point there comes the inevitable flash 
of wit proper to the humorous situation. As the worthy 
citizen flies helplessly past the place where he should have ; 


6¢* Stop, stop, John Gilpin i—Here’s the house § 
They all at once did cry ; 1 
©The dinner waits, and we are tired ;’ 
Said Gilpin, ‘So am JI!’” iS 
“a hit—a palpable hit!” , 


There are some people who turn away from such light 
themes. They consider fun dangerous, humour frivolous, 4 
wit waste of time. ‘They are wrong. 

I assert the dignity of wit, and I claim for it noble ends, | 
for, rightly used, it is sensible, moral, recreative, and stimu- 
lating in a very high degree. . 

Porson said, “‘ Wit is the best sense in the world.” Every- , 
thing truly witty is a very nucleus of condensed thought—a _ 
sort of literary Liebig, an “extractum carnis” of sense. _ 

Analyze any “good saying” og “‘don mot,” you will find , 
it will bear sifting—thinking about, and will generally rivet 
upon the mind something worth remembering. n 

A conceited poet once asked Porson to read a new _ 
poem which he had just written, and tell him candidly what 
he thought of it. “Sir,” said the great scholar, “ your 
verse will be read when Vircit is forgotten, dut not tilt 
then!” Was there no semse in that ? | 

“Doctor, how do you live to be so old and rich?” “By . 
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writing prescriptions, but never taking them,” was the witty 
and very ses¢b/e reply. 

“Man,” says a proverb, “leads woman to the altar, and 
there his leadership ends.” This is a truth which has doubt- 
less been so often and so happily illustrated in the lives 
and experiences of the people whom I have the honour of 
addressing, that I need hardly do more than allude to it here. 


I need not go far afield to prove that wit is a moral force. 

No one will deny that Mr. Spurcron’s wit has a great 
deal to do with his vast ministerial success, and that he has 
used it on the whole wisely and well. Indeed, there have 
been few great preachers who have not made trenchant use 
of wit and satire. 

The great Reformation orators, not to speak of Crom- 
well’s preachers, were notorious humorists. 

The modern French preachers, the Irish, and most of the 
Italians, especially in the south, are not deficient in pulpit 
humour—nor afraid to use it either. 

One wet Sunday, RowLanp HI, noticing some people 
who had taken refuge inside his chapel from the rain, re- 
marked, “I have heard of people making a cloak of their 
religion, but this is the first time I have ever known them 
make an umbrella of it.” 

Indeed, a stroke of humour from the pulpit will not only 
arrest, but will often impress when even impassioned oratory 
would fall flat. 

If you cannot make men ashamed of doing wrong, you 
may often make them afraid of being ridiculous. 

A man who does not feel that he is sinful, may often be 
convinced that he is absurd. 


But wit is not only highly moral, but extremely recreative 
and stimulating. 
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The mind goes round normally one way, wit turns it 
round the other ; the very process is refreshing. 

An old horse, who six days in the week was driven round 
and round in a lime-kiln, was left to himself on Sunday, 
and how do you suppose he rested? It was observed that 
at a certain hour—corresponding to the time when he was 
usually put into harness—he got up and went round the 
other way. This set up a reverse action in his brain, and 
refreshed him. 

We all require to unwind ourselves, and wit is one of the 
most powerful unwinders. j 


Let me analyze wit. It always involves an exaggeration, 
a reversal of ideas, a glimpse of the incongruous or the 
impossible. 

When in dreams you see a mouse as big as a house, you 
are not surprised or amused, because in sleep you lose your 
sense of comparison; but a mouse as big as a house, or a 
blue-bottle as big as an ox, in a pantomime is a certain ~ 
success. 

When the clown stands admiringly to watch the horses 
put through their ingenious paces by the flash groom with the 
long whip, and at last, after carefully ogling the quadrupeds, 
remarks to the audience, “It is astonishing what you can 
learn insects,” the reversal of ideas is recreative, and our 
delight is genuine at suddenly finding a horse alluded to as 
a gnat or a moth. 

When Dickens tells us of a lady who was carried home 
in a “flood of tears and a sedan chair,” we are all pleasantly 
affected by an immediate sense of the incongruous. 

When the proverbial showman produces a small skull, and 
assures the company that i¢ is “the real skull of the poet 
Burns when he was a little boy,” the shock of the impossible 
falls upon us like a cold shower-bath. When he further 
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exhibits a stuffed crocodile, and remarks, “This hexentric 
animal, ladies and gentlemen, in’abits a desert island seventy- 
five miles removed from either land or water,” the very 
naturalness of the sound makes the outrageous nonsense all 
the more agreeable. 


Now to sum up: Humour is the atmosphere, wit the 
flash. 

Humour lies in the situation, wit in its culminating 
points. 

It is sensible, moral, recreative, and stimulating. 

It always involves a shock of some kind, either of exag- 
geration, reversal of ideas, a sense of the incongruous or 
impossible. 

Its dignity is vindicated, its nature analyzed. 


American wit has three main roots... 

These roots seem part and parcel of the national character, 

and are inseparably connected with the early history of our 
American cousins. 
_First, I notice the shock between Business and Piety. 
That is always a fruitful source of comedy to outsiders. 
Those famous Pilgrim Fathers who went over in the May- 
flower, to create a new civilization and conquer a new world, 
were singularly wide awake as well as pious. They were 
martyrs to a religious idea, but they were keenly alive to 
the practical interests of real life. 

I have nothing to say against religion and business going 
hand in hand. The two occupy parallel but not necessarily 
antagonistic planes, and have, or ought to have, frequent 
side-channels of communication; but the habits and in- 
stincts developed by each are too often practically irrecon- 
cilable, and sometimes flagrantly inconsistent. 

“John,” said the pious grocer, “have you sanded the 
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sugar?” “Yes, sir.” ‘“Larded the butter?” “Yes, sir.” 
“Floured the ginger?” “Yes, sir.” “Then come in to 
prayers.” 

The brisk competition between business and piety, 
together with the various cross lines of thought and feeling 
which it begets—derived no doubt from the thrift and 
’cuteness of the early settlers—underlies a good deal of the 
modern American wit. ‘ 

The Pilgrims were far too grim and grave to joke; but 
their descendants, who are fully alive to their peculiarities 
and weaknesses, whilst inheriting a fuli share of both, are 
not so particular. 

WasHINGTON Irvinc’s skit on the Yankee lawyer who 
became a converted man upon seeing a ghost, and atter 
that never cheated—“ except when it was to his own ad- 
vantage,” is a fair thrust at that spirit which has the “form 
of godliness, denying the power thereof,” and which, 
however morally deplorable, has an irresistibly comic side 
to it. 


Another deep undertone of American humour is the 
forcible and national contrast for ever present to the 
American mind between the Yankee and the poor Red Man 
whom he has supplanted. 

Wasuincton Irvinc and ARTEMUS WarD have both 
made great play with this element. The picture in “Knicker- - 
bocker” of the wily Dutch trader sitting down opposite the 
red man, and smoking gravely with him “the calumet of 
peace,” listening to the poetical savage’s interminable tirades 
of oratory @ 4a FENIMORE Cooper, and puffing away gravely 
without understanding a word of it, but never omitting to 
put ina “Yah! mein Herr!” at each pause, with a stolid 
and Batavian gravity—that is a feature quite peculiar to and 
inseparable from the national life and humour, 
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Lastly, the contrast between the vastness of American 
nature and the smallness of man, especially European man, 
seems to be a never-failing source of amusement to 
Yankee humorists. « 

Their general ability to “whip creation” turns largely 
upon the bigness of their rivers, mountains, and prairies, 
and the superior enterprise generated by these immensitiés. 

By one wit, Niagara is valued because it could put out 
“our” Vesuvius in “ten minutes.” Our biggest rivers are 
to the Mississippi and Missouri as babbling streams, our lakes 
are mere ponds; even the Alps and Pyrenees begin to look 
puny ; and as to fields and woods, they are as paddocks and 
shrubberies to the virgin forests and boundless prairies of 
yon mighty Transatlantic continent. 

The American visitor who was asked how he liked the 
Isle of Wight, is said to have replied, “ It was well enough, 
but so dangerous ;” and when asked to explain, he said the 
fact was the island was so small that when he got out of bed 
in the morning, he found himself in danger of tumbling into 


the sea! 


To sum up the peculiarities of American humour: 

First, there is the shock between Business and Piety. 

Secondly, the shock of contrast between the Aboriginal 
and the Yankee. 

Lastly, the shock of contrast between the bigness of Ameri- 
can nature and the smallness of European nature, or, as for 
the matter of that, Human Nature itself outside America. 


You will notice that I have only selected a certain 
number of Amerian humorists ; and when I published my 
list, people at the Royal Institution asked me, “Why do 
you omit JAMES, and CaBLE, and LELAND, and HowELLs, 


and so forth? ” 
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I have noticed in life that whenever a man sets himself to 
do one thing, his friends always ask him why he did not do 
something else. 

In this case my reply was— 

“T select those men, without prejudice to any others, 
who in my opinion suffice to embody the genius of American 
humour, as far as it has got.” 

Then I was asked— 

“Why begin with WasHINGTON IRVING ?” 

“Simply because WasHINGTON IRviNG was the first 
considerable American writer.” 

But why call him a humorist ?” 

“Because he was-a humorist. He was a great deal more, 
but he was ¢ha¢t. SHAKESPEARE and'ScoTrT were a great 
deal more, but they were humorists. I might deal with 
IRVING as an historian or a biographer or an essayist, but I 
leave these varied and important aspects on one side in 
order to deal with him as a humorist—the first humorist, 
the father of American humour.” 


I should now like WasHINGTON IRVING to step out of the 
historical canvas and salute you in person, before I dwell 
upon his characteristics,—the flashes of his wit, the atmo- 
sphere of his humour. 

I like to dwell upon that genial, modest, quiet gentleman, 
roused only at times into bursts of overflowing fun; but 
often rippling on with a pleasant provocative humour, a 
ready sparkle, a quiet repartee, yet prone, too prone, to 
hide his light under a bushel, giving his best things out 
only to his best friends, and averse to all show or flattery 
and even half averse to fame. 


There never was any one who so carried the whole of 
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himself in each of his writings. The charm of that personal 
wit and simplicity of character, not without a certain playful 
subtlety, is never absent. 

He seldom rises gr falls. He is neither more nor less 
than himself, and hat is always delightful, sincere, thorough, 
and buoyant. 


WASHINGTON IrRviNG was born on April 3, 1783, at New 
York. He died in 1859. His mother was English; his 
father was Scotch, He was named after WasHINGTON. 
He was once in a shop with his nurse, when WASHINGTON 
came in. The great patriot patted the little fellow on the 
head, and Irvine’s connection with the saviour of his 
country began and ended there. 

In school hours he feasted on travels and tales, and hated 
arithmetic. 

It is a remarkable and consoling fact that many great men 
have hated arithmetic. They have had many followers who 
have resembled them in nothing else. 

His health as a boy was not good, and he was sent on a 
voyage up the Hudson river. Judge Kent, who heard him 
coughing, remarked, he “was evidently not long for this 
world.” 

He put up at an inn, which seems to have been far from 
an ideal hostelry, as he left the following affecting lines 
written up over the mantelpiece :— 

** Here sovereign Dirt erects her sable throne, 
The house, the host, the hostess all her own.” 

In 1804 he sails for Europe, coughing as usual. The 
captain remarked, “That chap will go overboard.” 

Having thus been twice killed by sympathetic strangers, 
he has the good fortune to be boarded by a privateer on 
the voyage, and the further luck to fall in with Admiral 
NELson’s fleet in the Mediterranean. 
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He hurries through Rome to London, catches a glimpse 
of the Sippons, and another of KremsBLe; and after some 
desultory attempts to write, in conjunction with his brother 
Peter, we find him back in New York in 1809, the 
publication date, by the way, of his famous “ Knickerbocker 
Papers ”—a little fact which perhaps explains the singular 
indulgence with which he was treated by his elder brothers, 
who had gone into business. 

Like other men of talent, IRvincG took to the law, but the 
law did not take to him. _ 

He took also to the daughter of his law-coach, who took 
to him, but died at the age of eighteen. 

Was that his first, last love? The world is always curious 
about these things. “T6t ou tard tout se scait,” says a 
French proverb. But the love-secrets of some men will 
never be known; IRvING may be one of those men. 

Perhaps Irvine had no secrets; perhaps he had. A 
little sentiment leaks out here and there—a hint, a surmise, 
a possibility, perhaps a disappointment. 

He certainly was attached to the Foster family. He was 
an enfant de la maison there; perhaps some of us know 
what that means. 

The regard, friendship, admiration, and love of tender, 
gracious women ; the culture, the repose, the relaxation, and 
sweetness of their society. The atmosphere in which 
passion might wake, but does not wake; where life and 
thought and feeling are quickened, heightened by the full, 
fervent, and exhilarating atmosphere of mutual appreciation, 
the companionship of true hearts, the happy ebb and flow 
of genial spirits ! 

Yet with Emily Foster, it seems, there was something 
more than this; something which might have ripened into 
love—which perhaps did so ripen. I find, here and there, 
allusions to starlight whispers, long walks in the mountains, 
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terrible carriage accidents in Alpine ravines. I find the 
young people leaning over balconies together on summer 
nights. I read of long evenings, and tea and music and 
quiet chats in cosy naoks. 

But, for various reasons, we are given to understand that 
matriage was not contemplated, one reason being that 
Emily married another. 

There was some pain about all this; the shadow of loss 
was over it—the weariness of separation, and that sad bowing 
to the inevitable which sometimes leaves a scar which all 
the mellowing influence of the reconciling years cannot 
wholly efface. But I anticipate, 


IRvVING’s attempts to get ifito harness turn out failures, 
Evidently the law won’t do, and his brothers propose, with 
some diffidence, a little commercial arithmetic at the desk. 

To Irvinc’s honour be it said that he never absolutely 
shirked this. He actually went through it, resignedly enough 
at times on a pinch; but his kinsfolk had the wit to trust his 
literary instincts, and so he appears before us at the age of 
twenty-nine, in 1812, as a gentleman of leisure, fond of 
society, much courted as a witty and genial friend, making 
a good figure in drawing-rooms, fond of travelling about, 
dallying at times with business which he never really under- 
stood, and looking after appointments which he never got. 


Irvinc took to England as a duck takes to the water. 

He seems never happier than when getting together the 
elements of “Bracebridge Hall,” which may be called the 
coronation of English country life. 

Something in our fields and woods, and village pastimes, 
and old manorial residences, with their old semi-despotic 
patriarchal ways of quaint hospitality and simple heartiness, 
even the ignorance and narrowness of provincial life, would 
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be lighted up with flashes of wit and sly side-thrusts of no 
unfriendly satire. 

And his touch is always light, yet firm and adequate. 
The Squire, Master Simon, Christy, the Housekeeper, are 
really alive, because thoroughly felt with the heart as well 
as seen. with the eye. 


Like some thorough Americans who are eager not to be 
mistaken for Englishmen, Irvinc loved Englishmen. He 
liked our ways, he adored our ruins, he reverenced our 
traditions; and though a regular republican, if indeed he 
was a regular anything in politics, he swallowed the British 
constitution whole, and thought it quite right—for England. 

He associated naturally with our foremost men of letters, 
and what men we had then! The world was still talking 
about Porson, BurkrE, HorneE-Tooxt, who had but 
recently passed away. Rocers had known them, and in 
London society one got the everyday chat of men like 
Byron, the DUKE oF WELLINGTON, WALTER SCOTT, MoorRE, 
COLERIDGE, SOUTHEY, Lams; and later on, DICKENS, 
BULWER, HARRISON AINSWORTH, TENNYSON, and BRown- 
ING. 

He delighted in old RoceErs, at whose famous breakfasts 
he met the author of “ Waverley,” obliging enough to tell 
him that he was like Swirr and STERNE; JEFFREY, that 
critical swashbuckler, that Leo Fulvus, who for his good 
friend Irvine would hide his fierce claw, and “ roar as gentle 
as a sucking dove” over “ Knickerbocker” in the Edinburgh 
Review ; Tom Moore, who patted him on the back, laughed 
at him for shutting up in mixed company, and said he was 
‘not strong as a lion, but delightful as a domestic animal ;” 
Mrs. SIDDONS, who read his works with emotion, and re- 
marked twice when she met him, and each time with her 
grand tragedy air, “‘ Mr. Irvinc, you made me ery 12. 
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IRVING was a free lance in literature; anything like 
business bored him. 

He was delightfully desultory, and yet capable of sustained 
effort, as in his life of WasHincTon or CoLumsus, where 
his heart went with the work. 

When he wrote merely for money, as in the life of 
MaxomEtT, he crammed conscientiously, and was simply dull. 
He hated magazine-editing, and loved magazine-writing. 

Full of amiable inconsistency, he disliked politics, yet 
lived to be Secretary of Legation at London and Ambas- 
sador at Madrid. 

If anything, he was a republican, yet had an excessive 
admiration for NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. 

He respected the English monarchy, but described 
GEORGE IV. as a bloated sensualist, and a mere ‘inflation 
of sack and sugar,” which must have gratified the gentle 
soul of THACKERAY. 


In 1818 the firm of Irvinc BROTHERS failed, and we find 
brother WasHINGTON, who had little to do with the firm or 
the failure, characteristically refusing a good Government 
appointment, and buckling to, manfully, pen in hand, to 
make both ends meet. 

In 1819 he offers Murray the publisher his famous 
‘‘Sketch-book,” which, owing perhaps to a strong recom- 
mendation from WALTER Scorv, is all the more eagerly 
accepted. Soon afterwards he leaves London for Paris, 
Aix, and Wiesbaden. 

His health seems indifferent ; but, it must be added, he 
appears at this time—he was thirty-six—rather indifferent to 
his health. He complains of inability to write, but under 
the circumstances that was not surprising. 

“<T am writing with a bewildered head and feverish hand, having 
yeturned at almost daylight from a fancy ball at the British Ambas- 
sador’s,” 
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Many people have felt like Invinc under similar circum- 
stances, who have not resembled him in much else. 

The fact is, his books, which were the first of their kind 
—the “roundabout kind”—were by this time a good 
deal read, and Irvinc was a good deal courted in polite 
society. 

His genial modesty, his kindly heart, his honourable life 
and gentle manners, endeared him to a large circle of friends ; 
whilst his delicate humour, never quite at command or under 
control, often made him a charming companion. 

LoncFrELLow speaks of his “playful wit,” “his sunny 
temperament,” and “his open heart.” 

But he was soon chilled, and easily depressed, though apt 
to recover himself rapidly. 

He was very sensitive to criticism, and not very tolerant 
of correction. 


In 1827, at the age of forty-four, we find him in Spain. 
He loved Spain. Some of his best work was done there. 

The precincts of the Alhambra never failed to inspire him 
with lovely images and inexhaustible topics of romance. 

There he wrote his best stories, told his best anecdotes, 
and exhumed from those archives, in which Mr. FRoupDE 
has since laboured so admirably, the materials for some 
of his most careful historical work. 

In 1829 he was Secretary of Legation at St. James’s; in 
1831 Chargé d’Affaires. 

In 1832 he returned to America, and seems to have 
got into a most wretched and dejected state, whether from 
ill health, disappointed affection, or sense of diplomatic 
inefficiency, we cannot tell. 

All through his biography we find these desponding moods 


from time to time recorded, but often without comment or 
explanation, 
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On his return to America he was received with open arms. 
His literary fame had preceded him—but Irvine was a 
bad popular idol. 

He hated public speaking ; ; refused to address the Lyceum ; 
and even in private gatherings of friends, this most genial 
of men viewed the company with a jaundiced eye the 
instant he became aware that a speech was expected from 
him. “That Dickens’s dinner—that Dickens’s dinner!” 
he often said, with a memorial shudder: he had broken 
down miserably on that occasion, and never forgot the 
humiliation, 


In New York “his time was cut up,” he ‘says, “like 
chopped hay.” , 

He seemed to pine for rest and quiet. 

In 1834 he made a tour in the prairies, and ended by 
settling down (he was now fifty-three) at Sunnyside, his 
country farm, with his sister and her children. 

Here comes out that passionate love of open-air country 
life which seems to be planted in the breast of every true 
American, and lies deeper down even than his love of 
commerce and “Stores.” 

We see it in the regrets of the great President WASHING- 
TON, who gave up so much when he left his farm, his 
horses, his crops, his fishing and hunting, for the troubled 
life of a revolutionary camp. 

We find it in the pages of Emerson, who is never tired of 
the “refulgent summer, in which it is luxury to draw the 
breath of life in the midst of the fields spotted with gold 
and crimson fire.” 

In LoweLL, who can hear— 


‘“‘ The slender clarion of the unseen midge ;” 


and mark how— 
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‘<The rich milk-tingeing buttercup 
Its tiny polished urn holds up, 
Filled with ripe summer to the edge.” 


In Warp BEECHER, whose rarest similes are derived from 
the corn-field, the flower-garden, seed-time and harvest. 

In LonGFELLow, who so loves “the murmuring pines and 
the hemlocks,” the “little squirrel,” ‘‘ the wild roses of the 
promontories,” and “ the incessant sobbing of the sea.” 

In Bryant, who comes to us— 


6 Shaking a shower of blossoms from the shrubs, 
And bearing on their fragrance. So he brings 
Music of birds, and rustling of young boughs, 
And sound of swaying branches, and the voice 
Of distant waterfalls.” 


IrvING indulges even in bucolics. He writes to his 
niece: ‘You must contrive to come up soon, if only to 
see my new pigs.” 

But from such delights he finds himself, in 1841, “roughly, 
rudely summoned by a heartless destiny.” 

He leaves his roost at Sunnyside for the post of Ambas- 
sador to Spain. “It is hard—very,” he writes, whimsically, 
“yet I must try to bear it!” 

With touching recollections of rustic folds and bleatings 
of sheep about his native hills, he observes that ‘God 
tempers the wind to the shorn lamb;” and his one idea 
seems to be to go to Madrid and come back with money, 
“and put up as many weathercocks as he pleased,” all 
over the farm. 


‘His stay at Madrid is marked more by delightful letters 
than recondite policy. 

We hear all about the little Spanish queen, only thirteen, 
and her younger sister, and the ambassador seems chiefly 
occupied at court in “conjuring up nothings to say to 
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little girls. This,” he adds, “is the whipped syllabub of 
diplomacy.” 

Then there was the wicked old queen-mother, CHRISTINA, 
how had such charming manners and was always up to 
mischief ; and the littl€ nieces were never tired of hearing 
about what the princesses and great court ladies wore, and 
how they looked, and what they said and did. 

In short, the ambassador’s attention, if we may trust his 
own letters to the little girls at home, must have been 
largely devoted to bonnets and ribbons, Spanish lace, and 
such-like things, in which advanced and learned audiences 
at the Royal Institution can hardly be expected to take 
much interest. 

But the poor little dears at the farm, far away by the 
Hudson river, knew no better, and doted on the good 
uncle’s gorgeous talk about Spanish finery and court trap- 
pings. 

And what an uncle that was! How great and important! 
how kind, and simple, and loving, and tender ! 

I think all good men love children—as THACKERAY 
says all good women love match-making. With Uncle 
WASHINGTON it was always “his dear, darling, restless little 
Kate,” or “that pebble-hearted little woman,” and he was 
ever “longing to return to his little flock at Sunnyside,” 
and “put up those weathercocks.” 


In Spain he passed his time between literature, 
diplomacy, and the gout; but after suffering many things 
at the hands of many physicians, in 1845 his health seems 
to have taken a turn, and he chronicles this welcome im- 
provement with a characteristic exclamation of gratitude— 


** God bless those surgeons and dentists! May their good deeds be 
returned upon them a thousandfold !_ May they have the felicity in the 
next world to have successful operations performed upon them to all 
eternity !” 
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But the home hunger now became irresistible. From the 
midst of the gay court at Madrid the ambassador writes— 
“‘T long to be once more at dear little Sunnyside, while I have yet 


strength and good spirits, to enjoy the simple pleasures of the country, 
and to rally a happy family group once more about me.” 


In 1846, at the age of sixty-three, he leaves the Spanish 
capital, and returns, full of honour, fame, and not without 
fortune, to his native land. 


His public life was virtually at an end, and a life of more 
variety and less exciting incident can scarcely be imagined. 
He was familiar with Paris and London; Scotland, Ger- 
many, Switzerland, and Spain he had travelled through in 
turn. 

Everywhere he had been received by the é/¢e coteries of 
fashion, of literature, politics, arts, and sciences. He was on 
terms of more than diplomatic intimacy with crowned heads, 
but he delighted most in many humbler associations. 

He knew the theatre and the counting-house, the rural life 
of England, the delights of Alpine adventure, the prairies 
and happy hunting-fields of wild Arkansas. 

He had mingled in civic fétes and popular celebrations. 
He was regretted in London, Paris, and Madrid, and beloved 
in New York and Boston; yet, amidst all these varied 
scenes and tempting situations, he remained unspoiled— 
simply the kind brother, the idolized uncle, the quiet literary 
gentleman longing for his roost at Sunnyside by the Tappan 
Sea. 


WaSsHINGTON IRVING certainly retired on a competency. 
As ambassador of course he received a liberal salary, and 
his expenses in Spain could not have been very great. 

His English copyrights alone won him 12,217 dollars, and 
his other literary earnings about 24,500 dollars, making in 


— 
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all a literary life-work which cannot be estimated at less 
than 36,717 dollars. 

His declining years were spent in revising, re-editing, and 
collecting his scattered essays into miscellanies, and in 
writing the “ Life of WasHINGTON,” in four volumes. 

He gives us a peep of himself now and then, trudging 
about his farm, or— 


“ Dozing over a book, girls all silently-sewing around me.” 


But he was afflicted, like all men of literary ability, with 
the peculiar penalties of such greatness. His correspondence 
was oppressive : 


*“ All sorts of letters from all sorts of people.” ‘‘ They tore his 
mind from him in strips and ribbons.” 


And then there were no post-cards in those days, and people 
had not mastered the brief slap-dash style of reply, but were 
still long-winded, stately, and verbose. 

But what to do with all these post pests, numerous as 
summer gnats at sunset, it was hard to say. 

Now it is a lady-writer, who has “some poems” she 
wants to publish; another requests from Irvinc just “ one” 
original thought ; another inquires after ‘‘the exact place 
where Rip vAN WINKLE went to sleep in the Kaatskill 
Mountains ;” and— 


“‘Each letter is a cobweb woven across your nose.” ‘‘The bores 
of this world,” he exclaimed, ‘‘are countless !” 


Surprising to say, that, like the Duke or WELLINGTON, he 
answered most of these boring missiles. 


«* 4 man as he grows old,” he remarked to his nieces, ‘‘ must take 


- care not to grow musty or fusty or rusty—an old bachelor especially.” 


In 1853 the clock of time has struck seventy. It finds 
him still hale and hearty ; but the shadows are lengthening. 
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He surprises himself going through that strange inevitable 
routine that awaits every one of us if we live so long. 

He sits with the old ladies with whom he had danced 
fifty years before ; watches the little belles of six or thirteen ; 
and marks out his own quiet resting-place in the neighbour- 
ing churchyard. 

His passion for horse exercise often got him into trouble, 
and he had eight or nine very narrow escapes. 

Like many active old men, he continued from habit, 
perhaps pride, to take enterprising rides across country, 
when the response of nerve and muscle had become too 
slow to make such feats quite safe. 

At seventy-two, he was thrown from a favourite but 
over-spirited animal called ‘Gentleman Dick,” alighting 
upon his head. 


“‘My horse became very rhetorical; he tried,” so he writes to a 
friend, ‘‘ to shut me up like a telescope.” 


He gets over this fall; but the inevitable cough, that 
familiar precursor of natural collapse, now appears. 

He has a great longing to finish his “Life of WasHING- 
TON,” but seems conscious of failing powers. In writing 
the last volume, he says, “I could see how it ought to 
be done, but could not do it.” Yet the book is vigorous 
enough and able to the close. So his life wore peacefully 
away. 

Presently comes the sleeplessness and low spirits, against 
which he struggles manfully. 

But Irvinc had met the enemy who was to throw him 
at last. 

Yet throughout his illness a certain Diedrich Knicker- 
bocker humour never forsook him. 


“Getting ready to go,” he said; ‘‘ shutting up doors and windows.” 
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And to his niece one morning, who asked him how he 
felt— 


“Tam apt to be rather fatigued, my dear, with my night’s rest ”— 


which reminds me of the old lady who thanked God, and 
was sorry to say “she enjoyed very bad health !” 


One night, late in the autumn of 1859, his favourite niece 
Sarah came in, as she was wont, to smooth his pillow before 
leaving him with that worst of companions, a restless 
solitude. 

“When will this end ?” he said, half out loud. 

She turned suddenly to look at him. 

But the “‘ end” had already come. 

He fell forward, with his hand pressed upon his heart, 
and in another moment WaSHINGTON IRVING, the accom- 
plished writer, the genial humorist, the illustrious citizen, 
had ceased to breathe. 


Tam not here dealing with Irvine the historian, biographer, 
or mere tale-teller, but mainly with Irvine the humorist. 
As such, I notice that he had the singular fortune to write 
before all the good jokes had been made. 

He is the first of the American humorists, as he is 
almost the first of the American writers ; yet, belonging to 
the New World, there is a quaint Old World flavour about 
him. 

He is refreshingly deliberate ; never in a hurry. 

Like Byron’s “gentleman,” he “never perspires.” 

He takes his time, and tells you his story in his own way. 

The most delightful of gossips, the most ingratiating of 
“ Roundabouts.” 

There is a good deal of the “ Guardian,” “ Tatler,” “ Spec- 
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tator,” and old coffee-house wit and wisdom about him. 
But though sometimes gossipy, he is never flimsy, like so 
many of our modern magazine writers of ‘ padding.” 

He knows how to be solid, to choose his words, to look 
all round his thoughts, to have thoughts that will bear look- 
ing at. 

His wit is never forced; he is seldom on the broad 
grin. 

In him, indeed, are germs of an American humour 
since run to seed in buffoonery ; but he is never outrageous 
—always within delicate bounds. 

His fun never goes mad, but is in excellent subordination 
to his narrative or discourse. 

His wit plays about his subject like summer lightning. His 
laugh, or more often his grave smile, rises naturally, and is 
never affected ; he is never strained or flashing, but often full 
of a deep and pathetic purpose ; and his jokes, when they 
come, seem woven into the very texture of his style, instead 
of sticking up outside like a cocked hat! 

We have seldom the rollicking fun of DickEns, but often 
a touch of his tenderness. 

It is the satire of Swirr, without his sour coarseness. 

The grace of STERNE, without his sham sentiment. 

The delicate flavour of CHARLES Lamp, without, however 
the sly but severe bite of Lamp’s satire. 


The chief fountains of Irvinc’s humour are his “ Sketch- 
book,” containing the famous story of “ Rip van Winkle,” 
“The Legend of Sleepy Hollow,” and the incomparable 
narrative of ‘The Headless Horseman.” 

“‘ Bracebridge Hall,” with its genial ‘‘ Bachelor Confes- 
sions ;” its “Culprit,” warm with the life-blood of humanity 
and gentle pity ; and its unique story of the “ Stout Gentle- 
man,” which was so admired by Cuar.es DICKENs, 
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‘The Knickerbocker’s comic “ History of New York,” of 
which I shall give you a few specimens; and “ Wolfert’s 
Roost,” with its sketches in Paris, and general literary 
sweepings up. We have no right to complain. 

Towards the end of his life, a man will often publish odds 
and ends that Ze does not think much of himself, but which 
he knows the public will be glad to buy, because z¢ thinks 
much of him. 


If I ask what is the secret of Irnvinc’s power, I find it to 
lie in a certain quiet absorption and concentration. 

He identifies himself absolutely with whatever he is about ; 
a man is always attractive and interesting if he will do 
that. As a consequence, we get a photographic minuteness 
of detail, the graphic points always being instinctively selected 
for the high lights. 

He describes what he sees in his mind’s eye, but his 
vision is clear and his observation accurate, down to the 
hue of a ribbon or the curl of a periwig. 

Along with this object-painting goes the quaintest choice 
of adjectives and substantives, appropriate to the variety and 
vigour of the image evoked. 

He is full of pithy wit and terse sayings, meditative 
occasionally, but not retrospective or metaphysical ; inva- 
riably graphic, scenic, objective, rousing an image which 
we usually recognize, and are generally glad to meet with. 


But there is nothing so dull as a description of why and 
how a thing is written, especially when you can have the 
thing itself. 

I will, therefore, pick out a few bright specks, and 
present you with some characteristic flashes of his wit, 
and then proceed to the graver task of suffusing you with 
at least two atmospheres of his humour, which I may as 
well describe at once as the Moral and the Ordinary. 
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First for a few specimens of the bright specks of colour, 
the flashes of wit, the pithy hits. 

WasHINGTON IrviNc’s portrait gallery would be a good 
subject for Du Maurier’s pencil. 

Who has not had the misfortune to sit next— 

“‘The diner-out of first-rate currency when in town, who has been 
invited to one place because he has been seen at another” ? 

Who does not number amongst his acquaintances the 
widow of no particular age— 


‘* Free, rich, disconsolate ” ? = 


Pages of description could do no more for her. The felicity 
of the adjectives recalls Popr’s graphic use of substantives. 
in describing a lady’s boudoir-table— 

“ Pufis, powders, patches, Bibles, d¢l/et-dowx ;” 
or here we have the once inevitable but now less frequently 
to be met with social nuisance—the young lady in or out of 
- her teens, who was always invited after dinner, 


“To skylark it up and down the piano.” 


The coachman—a type unhappily not yet extinct amongst 
us—who only drives out— 


** When he thinks proper ; not when you want the carriage, but only 
when, in his opinion, it is good for the cattle.” 


And who has not met, coming down Bond Street or 
Regent Street just at the most crowded part of the after- 
noon, the middle-aged spinster, carefully leading by a string 
which gets round everybody’s legs— 


““The fat spaniel, Zephir, who is fed out of all shape and comfort ” ? 


When ere I take my afternoon walks in St. James’s, or 
lounge down “the sweet shady side of Pall Mall, with a 
couple of dukes,” as THACKERAY used to say, I can see, 
looking ‘out of their bow windows, those club bores, which 
Irvine hit off long before the historian of snobs. 
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“* The men from India, who come home burnt out with curry, touched 
with the liver complaint ; who are so tediously agreeable in each other’s 
society, with their ancient talk about the policy of Lord Ellenborough, 
the condition of the Punjaub, and the battle of Mulligatawny.” 

e 


And who, as he wanders in the London season from 
drawing-room to drawing-room, is not familiar with the— 


‘Look of the man who has the oppressive burden of providing 
other people’s amusement on his mind” ? 


But these are squibs, and Irvinc can burn his wit as 
long as a Roman-candle when he pleases. 

What a bright jet of sustained and scintillating wit is that 
description of the old country gentleman, in the old parish 
church !— 

‘Who thought that religion belonged to the Government party, and 
was a very excellent thing, and ought to be kept up. When he joined 
so boidly in the service, it seemed more by way of example to the lower 
orders, to show them that, though so great and wealthy, he was not above. 
being religious. ‘ As I have seen,’ added Irving, ‘a turtle-fed alderman 


swallow publicly a basin of charity soup, smacking his lips at every 
mouthful, and pronouncing it “ excellent food for the poor.”’” 


I pass from these flashes, and enter into what I may call 
some of the humorous atmospheres of his mind. 

When we suffuse ourselves with these, when we are caught 
in the meshes of his mood, we seem to come into closer and 
more continuous contact with his genius. 

We are sensible of his power to influence, to impregnate, 
to inspire us with sympathy, indignation, disgust ; his piercing 
disclosure of shams; his pity for the oppressed and fallen ; 
his sense of justice, his eagerness to strike a blow for the 
Right, whilst utterly holding up to ridicule and contempt 
the Wrong! This you will lay to heart, and be often 
reminded of Porson’s dictum, that ‘wit is the best sense in 
the world.” 
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KNICKERBOCKER’S “ History of New York ” illustrates all 
the above qualities on a large scale. 

The story of the early American settlers naturally pos- 
sesses an undying interest for all Americans. 

DIEDRICH KNICKERBOCKER’S comic history is a feat of 
playful and sustained satire, as far as I know without a 
parallel. 

It is a fine example of the moral employment of humour. 

Whilst you are kept in a constant simmer of laughter, 
you are reminded in every page that the writer has some- 
thing to teach, if not to preach—-something which you are 
to lay to heart; and when you close the book, through 
all the “good things” and “ witty episodes” rings out the 
deep undertone of mournful rebuke and solemn warning. 

I might cull, by the way, a good deal of quaint and 
severe wisdom, which by no means applies to New York 
alone or to KNICKERBOCKER’S time merely. 

His account of diplomacy is edifying enough. 


“Tt is,” he says, ‘fa cunning endeavour to obtain by peaceful 
manceuvres and the chicanery of cabinets those advantages which a 
nation would otherwise have wrested by force of arms; in the same 
manner as a conscientious highwayman reforms and becomes a quiet 
and praiseworthy citizen, contenting himself with cheating his neigh- 


bours out of that property which he would formerly have seized with 
open violence.” 


The following description of a treaty is good—good 
enough, alas ! for even these enlightened times :— 


‘Treaties at best are but complied with so long as interest requires 
their fulfilment. Consequently, they are virtually binding on the 
weaker party only ; or, in plain truth, they are not binding at all.” 


But perhaps the wittiest and saddest pages of KNICKER- 
BOCKER are those in which he relates how the Dutch settlers 
turned the Red Indian out of his happy hunting-fields, 
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stole his pastures, and appropriated his goods and chattels, 
with a full statement of the wise and moral reasons for 
so doing. 

Under cover of pretended defence, we have here a 
complete exgosé of the unscrupulous manner in which the 
European invader stole the land, and the unblushing 
arguments which he used in his defence. The question 
was— 


‘* What right had the first discoverers of America to land and take 
possession of a country without first gaining the consent of the inhabi- 
tants, or yielding them an adequate compensation for their territory ? 
. . . The first source of right was Discovery. For as all mankind 
have an equal right to anything which has never before been appro- 
priated, so any nation that discovers an uninhabited country, and takes 
possession thereof, is considered as enjoying full property and absolute, 
unquestionable empire therein.” 


The next thing, of course, is to prove that America was 
totally uninhabited by man. 


**This would at first appear to be a point of some difficulty, for it is 
well known that this quarter of the world abounded with certain animals 
that walked erect on two feet, had something of the human countenance, 
uttered certain unintelligible sounds very much like language—in short, 
had a marvellous resemblance to human beings. But the zealous and 
enlightened fathers, who accompanied the discoverers for the purpose of 

promoting the Kingdom of Heaven, . . . soon cleared up this point, 
_greatly to the satisfaction of his holiness the pope, and of all Christian 
voyagers and discoverers. They plainly proved—and as no Indian 
writer arose on the other side, the fact was considered as fully admitted 
-—that the two-legged race of animals before mentioned were mere 
*cannibals, detestable monsters, and many of them giants ; which last 
description of vagrants, since the time of Gog, Magog, and Goliath, have 
been considered as outlaws, and have received no quarter in history, 
‘chivalry, or song. Being thus satisfactorily proved to be of ‘a most 
abject and brutified nature, totally beneath the human character,’ it was 
clear to the pious invaders, that the aborigines, so far from being able 
to own property, had no right even to personal freedom ; and, being 
mere wild beasts of the forest, should, like them, be either subdued or 


exterminated.” 
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The next right was that acquired by CULTIVATION. 


“Tt is true that the savages might plead that they drew all the 
‘benefits from the land which their simple wants required.” But that 
only proved ‘‘ how undeserving of the blessings around them ; they were 
so much the more savage for not having more wants. It is the number 
and magnitude of his desires that distinguishes the man from the beast.” 


Further, it was in the name of CIVILIZATION itself that 
the land was taken from the Indians, for— 


‘* Not only were these poor creatures deficient in the comforts of life, 
but, what was still worse, most piteously and unfortunately blind to 
the miseries of their situation. But no sooner did the benevolent 
inhabitants of Europe behold their sad condition, than they immediately 
went to work to ameliorate and improve it. They introduced among 
them rum, gin, brandy, and the other comforts of life; they likewise 
made known to them a thousand remedies by which the most in 
veterate diseases are alleviated and healed; and, that they might 
comprehend the benefits and enjoy the comforts of these medicines, 


they previously introduced among them the diseases which they were 
calculated to cure.” 


But, of course, more important still was the introduction 
of CHRISTIANITY. 


“*Tt is true, the natives neither stole nor defrauded. They were sober, 
frugal, continent, and faithful to their word; but though they acted 
right habitually, it was all in vain unless they acted so from precept. 
The new-comers, therefore, used every method to induce them to 


embrace and practise the true religion—except, indeed, that of setting 
them the example.” 


Lastly, there came ‘“‘the right by EXTERMINATION, or by 
GUNPOWDER.” That was the most conclusive of all, and it is 
unnecessary to dwell further upon it. 


“*Thus,” he concludes, “‘were the European worthies who first 
discovered America clearly entitled to the soil. And not only entitled 
to the soil, but likewise to the eternal thanks of those infidel savages for 
having come so far, endured so many perils by sea and land, and taking 
such unwearied pains for no other purpose but to improve their forlorn, 
uncivilized, and heathenish condition ; for having made them acquainted 
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with the comforts of life; for having introduced among them the light 
of religion; and, finally, for having hurried them out of the world to 


enjoy its reward !” 


It would be difficult to give a more grave and pathetic 
summary of all the injustice and tyranny of the white man 
over the red; and I may add of the selfish iniquity of 
political annexation generally, when the annexers have no 
real rights to claim, and leave the annexed none to grant. 


I pass from the moral to the ordinary atmosphere. 

The characteristic humour of ‘The Stout Gentleman,” 
and the class to which that essay belongs, rises entirely out 
of the commonest of commonplaces. 

A country Inn, a Traveller, and a Sensation. 

But there is a depth of intense concentration thrown 
into the narrative which, slight as it may be, gives the 
episode rank with some of the best imaginative writing 
in our language. 

The mind colours all things. 

We carry about with us what we are to see and hear. 

When I read this famous ‘‘Stage Coach Romance” of 
“The Stout Gentleman,” I am actually at that wayside 
hostel in that gloomy month of November. 

“That wet Sunday in the country inn” is throughout 
a rare creation. The view from the window—“ the place 
littered with wet straw, which had been kicked about by 
travellers and stable-boys ;” a corner of the yard, with its 
“stagnant pool of water surrounding an island of muck ;” 
its “miserable, crestfallen cock, drenched out of all life 
and spirit, his drooping tail matted as it were into a single 
feather, along which the water trickled from his back,” 
and so on for another admirable two pages, full of minute 
photography. 

A flash of relief comes with the arrival of the stage- 
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coach, which deposits its freight, and whisks off again in 
the wet. 

Our traveller now saunters listlessly to the almanack hang- 
ing up in the inn parlour, and, looking at the month, reads a 
direful prediction, stretching from the top of the page to the 
bottom, through the whole month: “ Expect—much—rain 
—about—this—time !” 

I cannot hope to paraphrase what follows :— 


“J was dreadfully hipped. The hours seemed as if they could 
never creep by. The very ticking of the clock became irksome. At 
length the stillness of the house was interrupted by the ringing of a bell. 
Shortly after, I heard the voice of a waiter at the bar, ‘The Stout 
Gentleman in No. 13 wants his breakfast. Tea and bread and butter, 
with ham and eggs; the eggs not to be too much done.’ 

‘Tn such a situation as mine every incident is of importance. Here 
is a subject of speculation presented to my mind, and ample exercise 
for my imagination. I am prone to paint pictures to myself, and on 
this occasion I had some materials to work upon. Had the guest 
upstairs been mentioned as Mr. Smith, or Mr. Brown, or Mr. Jackson, 
or Mr. Johnson, or merely as ‘ gentleman in No. 13,’ it would have 
been a perfect blank to me—I should have thought nothing of it ; but 
‘The Stout Gentleman!’—the very name had something in it of the 
picturesque. It at once gave the size ; it embodied the personage to 
my mind’s eye, and my fancy did not rest. 

““Fle was stout, or, as some term it, lusty; in all probability, there- 
fore, he was advanced in life, some people expanding as they grow old. 
By his breakfasting rather late, and in his own room, he must be a man 
accustomed to live at his ease, and above the necessity of early rising ; 
no doubt a round, rosy, lusty old gentleman. 

“There was another violent ringing. The Stout Gentleman was. 
impatient for his breakfast. He was evidently a man of importance ; 
‘well to do in the world ;” accustomed to be promptly waited upon ; 
of a keen appetite, and a little cross when hungry. ‘Perhaps,’ thought 
I, ‘he may be some London alderman ; or who knows but he may be 
a member of Parliament ?’ 

“‘The breakfast was sent up, and there was a short interval of 
silence; he was doubtless making the tea. Presently there was a 
violent ringing ; and before it could be answered another ringing, still 
more violent. ‘Bless me! what a choleric old gentleman!’ The 
waiter came down in a huff. The butter was rancid, the eggs were 
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overdone, the ham was too salt. The Stout Gentleman was evidently 
nice in his eating ; one of those who eat and growl, and keep the waiter 
on the trot, and live in a state militant with the household.” 


The smart hostess,after scolding the servants, sends up 
another breakfast, which appears to be more graciously 
received. Then the bell rings again. The Stout Gentleman 
wants the Zimes, or the Chronicle. Was he a Radical or a 
Conservative? Who could he be? “Rain—rain—rain ! 
I now read all the advertisements of coaches and hotels that 
were stuck about the mantelpiece. . . . I wandered out, 
not knowing what to do, and ascended again to my room.” 


**T had not been there long, when there was a squall in a neigh- 
bouring bedroom. A door opened and slammed violently ; a chamber- 
maid, that I had remarked for having a ruddy, good-humoured face, 
went downstairs in a violent flurry. The Stout Gentleman had been 
rude to her. 

‘* This sent a whole host of my deductions to the deuce in a moment. 
This unknown personage could not be an old gentleman; for old 
gentlemen are not apt to be obstreperous to chamber-maids. He could 
not be a young gentleman; for young gentlemen are not so apt to 
inspire such indignation. He must be a middle-aged man, and 
confoundedly ugly into the bargain, or the girl would not have taken 
the matter in such terrible high dudgeon. I confess I was sorely 
puzzled. 

“In a few minutes I heard the voice of my landlady. I caught a 
glance of her as she came tramping upstairs, her face glowing, her cap 
flaring, her tongue wagging the whole way. ‘She’d have no such 
doings in her house, she’d warrant! If gentlemen did spend money 
freely, it was no rule. She’d have no servant-maids of hers treated in 
that way, when they were about their work ; that’s what she wouldn’t !’ 

“© As I hate squabbles, particularly with women, and above all with 
pretty women, I slunk back into my room, and partly closed the door ; 
but my curiosity was too excited not to listen. The landlady marched 
intrepidly to the enemy’s citadel, and entered it with a storm ; the door 
closed after her. I heard her voice in high windy clamour for a 
moment or two, Then it gradually subsided, like a gust of wind in a 
garret ; then there was a laugh ; then I heard nothing more. 

<¢ After a little while, my landlady came out with an odd smile on her 
face, adjusting her cap, which was a little on one side. As she went 
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downstairs, I heard the landlord ask her what was the matter; she 
said, ‘ Nothing at all, only the girl’s a fool.’ I was more than ever 
perplexed what to make of this unaccountable personage, who could put 
a good-natured chamber-maid in a passion, and send away a termagant 
landlady in smiles. He could not be so old, nor so cross, nor so ugly 
either 


So the day wears on in such-like rambling and restless 
conjecture. “The continual meditation on the concerns 
of this invisible personage began to have its effect—I was 
getting a fit of the fidgets.” The excitement is now steadily 
worked up, upon less than nothing at all, until it reaches the 
agony point, and the reader is finally released in fits of 
laughter. 


‘‘Dinner-time came. I hoped the Stout Gentleman would dine in 
the travellers’ room, and that I might at length get a view of his person ; 
but no! he had dinner served in his own room. What could be the 
meaning of this solitude and mystery? He could not be a radical; 
there was something too aristocratical in thus keeping himself apart 
from the rest of the world, and condemning himself to his own company 
throughout a rainy day. And then, too, he lived too well for a dis- 
contented politician. He seemed to expatiate on a variety of dishes, 
and to sit over his wine like a jolly friend of good living. Indeed, my 
doubts on this head were soon at an end; for he could not have finished 
his first bottle before I could hear him faintly humming a tune, and on 
listening, I found it to be ‘ God save the King.’ ’Twas plain, then, he 
was no radical, but a faithful subject ; one that’ grew loyal over his 
bottle, and was ready to stand by king and constitution, when he could 
stand by nothing else. But who could he be? My conjectures began 
to run wild. Was he some person of distinction travelling zzcog. ? 
‘ Heaven knows !’ said I, at my wits’ end; ‘it may be one of the royal 
family, for aught I know, for they are all stout gentlemen!’ 

** The evening gradually wore away. The travellers read the papers 
two or three times over. Some drew round the fire, and told long 
stories about their horses, about their adventures, their overturns and 
breaking-downs. They discussed the credits of different merchants 
and different inns ; and the two wags told several choice anecdotes of 
pretty chamber-maids and kind landladies. All this passed as they were 
quietly taking what they called ‘night-caps,’ strong glasses of brandy- 
and-water and sugar, or some other mixture of the kind; after which 
they one after the other rang for ‘ Boots’ and the chamber-maid, and 
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walked off to bed in old shoes cut down into marvellously uncom- 
fortable slippers. 

“‘ There was only one man left ; a short-legged, long-bodied, plethoric 
fellow, with a very large sandy head. He sat by himself, with a glass 
of port wine negus, sipping and stirring, meditating and sipping, until 
nothing was left but the spoon. He gradually fell asleep bolt upright 
in his chair, with the empty glass standing before him; and the 
candle seemed to fall asleep too, for the wick grew long and black, 
and cabbaged at the end, and dimmed the little light that remained 
in the chamber. The gloom that now prevailed was contagious. 
Around hung the shapeless and almost spectral box-coats of departed 
travellers, long since buried in sleep. I only heard the ticking of the 
clock, with the deep-drawn breathings of the sleepy toper, and the 
drippings of the rain, drop, drop, drop, from the eaves of the house. 
The church bells chimed midnight. All at once the Stout Gentleman 
began to walk overhead, pacing slowly backwards and forwards. 
There was something extremely awful in all this, especially to one in 
my state of nerves—these ghastly greatcoats, these guttural breathings, 
and the creaking footsteps of this mysterious being. His steps grew 
fainter and fainter, at length died away. 

“T could bear it no longer. Iwas wound up to the desperation of a 
hero of romance. ‘ Be he who or what he may,’ said I to myself, ‘ll 
have a sight of him!’ I seized a chamber candle, and hurried up to 
No. 13. The door stood ajar. Ihesitated—I entered. The room was 
deserted. There stood a large broad-bottomed elbow-chair at a table, 
on which was an empty tumbler and a 7imes newspaper, and the room 
smelt powerfully of Stilton cheese. 

“* The mysterious stranger had evidently but just retired. 1 turned off, 
sorely disappointed, to my room, which had been changed to the front 
_ of the house. As I went along the corridor, I saw a pair of topboots, 
with dirty waxed tops, standing at the door of a bedchamber. They 
doubtless belonged to the unknown ; but it would not do to disturb so 
redoubtable a personage in his den; he might discharge a pistol, or 
something worse, at my head. J went to bed, therefore, and lay awake 
half the night in a terribly nervous state ; and even when I did fall to 
sleep, I was still haunted in my sleep by the idea of the Stout Gentleman 
and his waxed topboots. 

“¢J slept rather late the next morning, and was awakened by some 
stir and bustle in the house, which I could not at all at first comprehend ; 
until, getting more awake, I found there was a mail-coach starting from 
the door. Suddenly there was a cry from below, ‘ The gentleman has 
forgotten his umbrella ! look for the gentleman’s umbrella in No. 13!’ 
I heard an immediate scampering of a chamber-maid along the passage, 
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and a shrill reply, as she ran, ‘Here it is! here’s the gentleman’s 
umbrella !’ 

‘*The mysterious stranger was then on the point of setting off. This 
was the only chance I should ever have of knowing him. I sprang out 
of bed, and scrambled to the window, snatched aside the curtains, and 
just caught a glimpse of the rear of the person getting in at the coach- 
door. The skirts of a brown coat parted behind, and gave me a full 
view of the broad disk of a pair of drab breeches. The door closed— 
‘ All right !’ was the word ; the coach whirled off; and that was all I 
ever saw of the Stout Gentleman !” 


II. 
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 


EY 


OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 


and some actors are interesting because of 


their acts : 
ef An observation, as ARTEMUS WaRD would 
say, requiring some thought, but one which will amply repay 
attention. 

As far as I can gather, the public exploits of Dr. OLIVER 
WENDELL Hotimes do not call for special remark ; they 
derive their interest almost entirely from the man. 


OLIVER WENDELL Homes was born at Massachusetts 
in 1809, he is therefore seventy-three years old (1882). He 
graduated at Harvard in 1829. 

He tried the law, like WasHINGTron IRVING, but soon 
exchanged the uncongenial pursuit of briefs for the more 
delightful occupation of writing prescriptions; and after 
studying medicine in Paris (1833), returned to Boston 
(1836), and became Professor of Anatomy at Dartmouth, 
United States of America, in 1838, and at Harvard in 1847. 

After a medical practice of little more than fifteen years, 
he retired in 1849; and in the most insensible and spon- 
taneous manner, by scattered writings, witty and wise 
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speeches, and pleasant, often funny, poems and epigrams, 
has won for himself a foremost place in that very small band 
of American Jitérateurs by whom the nineteenth century 
will be remembered. 

In every page of his writings I trace the influence of his 
medical and scientific training. 

Yet there is nothing of the narrow specialist about him. 

He is an almost passionate physiologist, but no materialist. 

He bows reverently to the inexorable logic of cause and 
effect, yet acknowledges depths of Being undreamt of in 
medical philosophy. 2 

He loves fact, yet often salutes with awe the superior 
angel of imagination. Nor does he forget, amidst the iron 
tyrannies of experimental philosophy and the tremendous 
Empire of the Senses, the insoluble mystery and immense 
Supremacy of the Soul. 


In winter Dr. Hotmes lives at Boston, the Brain of the 
United States. In summer at a private estate of his own, 
beautifully situated on the Housatonic River, Pittsfield, 
Massachusetts. 

In America it seems to be the custom, at anniversaries 
and “ inaugurations,” to get eminent literary persons to write 
and recite poems. 

Such a thing is almost unknown in this country. Fancy 
Mr. TENNyson or Mr. BRowninc reciting a poem on the 
opening of the Channel Tunnel or the International Ex- 
hibition ! 

On such occasions, we invite Mr. GLADSTONE or Mr. 
BricHT to make a speech, and our vers d’occaston are 
relegated to small literary societies—the Sheldonian Theatre 
or the Cambridge Senate House on degree days. 

But metrical essays are, or were, all the rage across the 
water, 
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Bryant, Emerson, LONGFELLOw, Homes, and LOWELL 
have in turns distinguished themselves in this way. 

The Worth American Review, and later, the Atlantic 
Monthly, sparkled with many poems and essays from Dr. 
HoLMEs’s pen. . 

He wrote also prize essays on fever, homceopathy, and such- 
like cheerful topics, ever scintillating with that shrewd prying, 
sympathetic curiosity and suggestiveness which gives such a 
personal, almost conversational, flavour to all his writings. 

How shall I finish this meagre biographical paragraph ? 

I had better say that there is little more to be said, until we 
are favoured with an autobiography by Dr. HoimEs himself. 

I will add that, meanwhile, Allibone’s Dictionary of 
Biography contains two columns of praise, in which OLIVER 
WENDELL HoLMEs is compared to SPENSER, POPE, DRYDEN, 
Hoop, Dickens, and almost every one else whom it is in 
the least worth while being compared to—a biographical 
method which, if a little uncritical and “ mixed” in tone, is 
a very good way of saying that Dr. OLIVER WENDELL 
Hoimes, whatever Posterity (for whose opinion he would 
probably care very little) might think, was in the estimation 
of his contemporaries clearly A 1 as a man and a writer. 


I shall never be able to regard Homes as, first and fore- 
most, a Poet, although a vein of poetry and admirable 
sentiment runs through all his prose. 

I shall say he is first Essayist, and Poet afterwards ; and 
this because he is never “rapt,” never quite caught up into 
Heavens inaccessible to ordinary fancy and baffling to 
common intelligence. 

He is, indeed, full of intuition, but far too reflective ever 
to be quite inspired. 

The “ Metrical Essay” and “ Astrea” resound with high 
strains, and his longer poems contain bright bursts of 
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patriotism and noble religious utterances, as well as those 
sudden transitions to satire and almost low comedy, which 
remind one of poor Rogson’s fitful moods. 

I would that he had written more lyrics. 

I believe that such exquisite verses as the ‘ Violet” and 
the “ Water-lily” the world will not willingly let die. 


He is so far a didactic amd lyric poet. 

In America Houmes has acquired a great reputation as. 
a writer of vers de société. 

His longer efforts in this direction remind me of a class 
of iampoons and satires more fashionable in the days of 
Byron and Tom Moore than in ours; and it is curious to 
note that, whilst America may be considered generally a 
good fifty years ahead of Europe in many of her social and 
commercial phases, in her literature she still relishes, both 
for prose and poetry, the essay style of WASHINGTON IRVING, 
and the epigramamtic satire of Popr, which received its last 
English rehabilitation at the hands of Hazuirr. 

This description of two persons meeting in the street is. 
altogether in Popr’s manner— 


‘* Fach looks quite radiant, seems extremely struck, 
Their meeting so was such a piece of luck ! 
So then they talk, in dust or mud or snow, 
Both bored to death, and both afraid to go.” 


Or this timely slap in the face for America— 


**Thou, O my country, hast thy foolish ways ! 
Too apt to purr at every stranger’s praise ; 
But if the stranger touch thy modes or laws, 
Off goes the velvet, and out come the claws.” 


These are from his longer satires. They are little read 
in England, where so many of their allusions can hardly be 
relished or even understood. The popularity in America of 


his comic skits must also be largely due to local and personal 
causes. 
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They belong to a class of which we have had more than 
enough. 

We always like a good fellow to get up at a supper-party 
or a dull wedding-breakfast, and make a clever speech, and 
perhaps even recite a facetious poem. 

We can sometimes, in intimate circles of men, especially 
when the edge of taste is not very sharp, tolerate a song ; but 
few of such ebullitions of the hour are worth transplanting, 
and many, like Mr. Spurceon’s jokes, lose their point when. 
repeated outside. 

In this gevzve HOLMES seems to me below Hoop in fertility, 
whilst the “Spectre Pig” and the “Ballad of the Oyster- 
man ” are hardly equal to many of Bon GauLTIER’s Ballads. 
or Horace Smiru’s “ Rejected Addresses,” although I admit 
that the “ Organ Grinder ”—whilst inferior to CALVERLEY’S: 
inimitable poem—is nevertheless very excellent fooling. 


But Dr. HoLMEs’s great charm is, after all, his own 
personality. 

He really “sees himself in all he sees,” and he makes us 
feel that we cannot see too much of him. 

He has selected his literary vehicle with the surest tact. 

His favourite method is wuzgue in its handling and appli- 
cation. It is announced in one phrase, ‘* THe AuTocratr 
OF THE BREAKFAST TABLE.” 


The American boarding-house is in many _ respects 
different from anything that we have in this country, chiefly 
on account of the very varied classes who are willing to 
meet and associate for a time on equal terms, and the very 
superior people who occasionally find a modus vivendi there 
congenial to themselves. 

The “Professor,” the “ Autocrat,” and the “ Poet at the 
Breakfast Table” are summed up in three volumes, now 
universally popular. 
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Of these the “Autocrat” is the first and most widely 
read; the “Professor” is, to our mind, the best; and 
the “Poet” is the mere after-glow of a method which the 
writer himself seems to feel is at last played out. He has, in 
fact, by the time he figures as the “‘ Poet,” said very nearly 
all he has to say. 

The “Autocrat” is his own Boswell. He talks and 
talks, and the rest chime in occasionally. As the breakfasts 
succeed each other, the doings of the subordinate characters 
develop into something like a plot, which culminates sadly 
in the “Professor” with the death of the real hero, and 
gladly in the “ Autocrat” with the marriage of that oracular 
but genial person himself. 


The characters, though slight—mere pegs for wit and 
wisdom, as some might say—are all put in with such vivid 
touches, that they get quite alive after the first two or three 
mornings. 

We have the vulgar gentleman with the dressy—too 
‘dressy—waistcoat, blue-black moustache, showy cravat, and 
large diamond pin. He is called appropriately the Koh-i- 
noor. 

There is the anxious landlady, nervous about finance, 
solvent lodgers, and the “staying ” power of the dishes when 
they show a tendency to give out before completing the 
round. 

There is the pale and interesting young schoolmistress, 
whose cheeks are nevertheless capable of colouring up under 
appropriate circumstances, such as I may have to allude to 
presently. 

There is a strange little deformed gentleman, full of 
oddity and intellect, whose talk is always incisive, trenchant, 
caustic, and interesting—full of keen sensibility, and with a 
certain covered vein of tenderness which relieves the 
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enduring bitterness and sense of general failure and dis- 
appointment riveted upon him by his unhappy personal 
deformity. 

And then, in the ‘“ Professor at the Breakfast Table,” we 
have that most charming of all Dr. Hotmes’s creations, the 
lovely Iris—a bright sunny blonde, with shining hair, and 
a radiant joyousness,— most winning in her moods of 
touching and spontaneous sensibility ; a pure, deep, passion- 
ate soul, with great width and tenderness, and a certain 
divine simplicity which makes her the innocent bright angel 
of the book. 

I know nothing in CHaRLoTYe Bronvé finer than the 
delicate rapprochement which takes place between the lovely 
Iris and the little deformed gentleman; and the whole 
account of his rapid decline and death is equal to any 
piece of romance-writing—I had almost said biography— 
that I have ever read. 


But although the episodes in the “ Professor” are more 
highly wrought than in the “‘ Autocrat” or the “Poet,” the 
charm of all three books is the same. 

All are so many masks—living masks, but under the 
writer’s perfect control; not like THackrErRay’s characters, 
often rebellious, saying and doing all kinds of things which 
surprise the author, and compel him to follow instead of to 
lead. 

These masks are pushed aside at any moment, thrown 
down and taken up, interrupted, silenced, or encouraged, as 
occasion or the humour of the moment may demand. 

But even when the mask is on, the kind face of OLIVER 
WENDELL Hoimss is wont to peep through—sad sometimes 
with pathos and pity, as when the great procession of unloved 
women, the lonely, the forsaken, the forlorn, the suffering, 
passes before him; filled sometimes with large and wise 
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toleration for the erring and sinful ones ; bowing reverently 
before the painful riddle of this earth, yet sensitive to 
every vibration of the human heart; keenly open to life at 
all points, “with its great glad aboriginal instincts,” its bursts 
of passion, its healthy joyousness, its sad despairing under- 
tones, its noble sacrifice; and, lastly, I notice throughout 
the most shrewd and delicate insight into character, born 
of wide sympathies and unrivalled powers of observation. 


I shall now put together what I may call a short mind- 
biography of OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 

I always like to realize the kind of man I have to deal with. 

It helps me to read his books, and to read them aright. 

I like to feel the teacher at my elbow, especially this 
teacher ; to look round and find him near, with his grave 
kind face, his beautiful smile—his eye flashing indignation 
at wrong, brightening at generosity or heroism, and not in- 
capable of shedding ‘a manly tear over human folly, weak- 
ness, or misfortune. 

If you want to take the general bearings of a man’s soul, 
you have only got to ask and answer, if you can, a few lead- 
ing questions, such as— 

First, what are his Ideals ; what does he admire or detest 
most,—love most to be or to do? 

Second, what kind of Religion has he got ? 

Third, what views does he take of his own profession and 
its general Aims ? 

Fourth, how does he think and speak about Women ? 

First, Ideals. 


‘*A man’s opinions, look you,” says Holmes, ‘are generally of much 
more value than his arguments.”’ 


Which reminds me of a letter I once received from a clever 
editor, along with a manuscript “returned with thanks,” as 
follows :— 
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““DEAR SIR, 

*“T offer you no apology or explanation in returning your 
manuscript, for my experience has taught me that, whereas an editor 
is usually right in his decision, he is invariably wrong when he attempts 
to give his reasons. 


** Yours, etc.” 


Aman’s opinions are wont to form his Ideal. His reasons 
for his opinions are often made up later, and they may be 
good, bad, or indifferent. 

“Once fix a man’s ideals, and for the most part the rest is easy. 


A wants to die worth half a million. Good! B, female, wants to 
eatch him and outlive him. All right! Minor details at our leisure.” 


No number of high-flown considerations will mend that 
situation or save that character. 

HorMEs is generous in his estimates, but generosity does 
not exclude severity. 

The loving heart can pour forth its scorn upon meanness, 
and he who well knows how to pardon Frailty can stamp 
with a pitiless heel upon Dishonour. 

There are some actions which mar and stain a man to the 
core ; there are some sins which have no forgiveness, neither 
in this world nor in the world to come. 

Let a man once deliberately commit himself to such and 
such a meanness, as we sometimes see done under the 
sun ; let him barter honour, purity, the happiness of others— 
not for passion, not in weakness, not even for ambition, that 
last infirmity of noble minds, but for pelf, for filthy lucre, 
for Iago’s “ get money in thy purse !”——and such a character 
goes down for ever in the opinion of all good men. 

Others may flatter him, crowds may attend his receptions 
and eat his dinners, but there is one whose verdict is not to 
be bought. He stands apart, and we will stand with him, 
and hear the tale. 

What? eh? You say he married for money, and it 
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was on such wise, thus: threw over a woman, gave up, | 
sold, bribed, lied—nay, perjured himself—and add zt for | 
money? All right! keep your apologies, spare your “ ex- 
tenuating circumstances.” “ Minor details at our leisure.” 

Ah! let the cynic and mere selfish utilitarian say what he 
will, there is something in the passionate love of goodness 
that wins the ear of the ages and masters the heart of man 
from generation to generation. 

It is the infallible test by which we involuntarily weigh 
the greatest spirits. Moses, Socrares, Paur, and above 
these the Divine Mav, are all safely enthroned ; and on other 
pinnacles, which scarcely reach up to their pedestals, come, 
lower down, ALEXANDER, CaSAR, NapoLreon, Homer, 
GOETHE, and even SHAKESPEARE. 

No one is a more enthusiastic admirer of genius than 
OLIVER WENDELL Ho.tmes; but his ideal is moral, not 
intellectual, and he proclaims aloud, sometimes perhaps 
without being aware of it himself, the glories of a kingdom 
not of this world. 

Thus, after a glowing eulogy upon Genius, he exclaims, 
with the contagious fervour of irresistible conviction— 

‘¢ And yet when a strong brain is weighed with a true heart, it seems 
to me like balancing a bubble against a wedge of pure gold.” 

Our Age is sometimes called Materialistic and Utilitarian 
—in the sensual and selfish senses of these words. 

But is it nothing to live at a Time when, in spite of all, 
the popular idols are still based upon the Supremacy of 
Moral Excellence ? 

It is enough ; it is everything. 

In this America is fortunate, distinguished, and incal- 
culably influential. 

Do not Emerson, LONGFELLOW, HAwTHORNE, LOWELL, 


and Hotmges all ring true to the Supremacy of the Moral 
and Spiritual nature of man? - 
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Watchwords often of mere narrowness—the very catspaws 
of Sectarian bigotry. 

Yet do I find nothing priggish, puritanical, or repellant 
in the writings of these typical Americans, 


HOLMEs is singularly companionable, and, as the French 
say, zutime. We feel that he is so delightful, that we long to 
trust him “all in all,” and we may do so safely. 

There is nothing about him to be left out, hardly a word 
or an utterance that I desire to modify, nor a counsel I can 
afford to disregard. 

He is not like Byron, who dazzles us, or Swirr, who 
domineers over us, or STERNE, who trifles with us, nor is he 
a mere wag, like some of the later American humorists ; but 
he is one to rest in, to travel with. We love to have him 
close to us—our welcome guide, philosopher, and friend. 


Second, Religion. 

If any one asked Dr. Homes, as it is said a lady once 
asked Dr. JoHnson, “Pray, what is your religion?” he 
might possibly answer in the words of the English sage— 

“ Madam, I am of the religion of all sensible men.” 

“And pray what is that?” said the lady. 

“That, madam,” he replied, “is a thing which all sensible 
men keep to themselves.” 

And yet Hormes is far from keeping it all to himself. It 
creeps out in little wise aphorisms, such as— 

‘Faith always implies the disbelief of a lesser fact in favour of a 
greater.” 

Sometimes it pierces through the thin veil of narrative, as 
when the divinity student approaches the sick-bed of the 
little deformed gentleman, and finds in him a master rather 
than a disciple. 


“Shall I pray zvth you?’ he said after a pause. A little before, he 
E 
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would have said, ‘Shall I pray for you?’ The Christian religion, as 
taught by its Founder, is full of sentiment ; so we must not blame the 
divinity student if he was overcome by those yearnings of human sym- 
pathy, which predominate so much more in the sermons of the Master 
than in the writings of his successors—which have made the parable of 
the prodigal son the consolation of mankind, as it has been the stumbling- 
block of all exclusive doctrines. ‘ Pray,’ said the little gentleman.” 


And the prayer that follows is so sweet and solemn, so 
deep and tender, and so purely religious, that it may hardly 
find a place in a lecture on an American humorist. 

But Homes is a man who needs, above all, to be looked 
at all round. His very humour is deeply interwoven with 
serious elements, and this last interview of the divinity 
student with the little gentleman, in which the tables are so 
suddenly turned, and theology stands abashed before the 
religion of the heart, is in itself one of the deepest strokes 
of pathetic humour. 

After this, we need not be surprised to find that, whilst 
ignoring the various theological zsms, which do so much 
more to divide than to unite the hearts of the faithful, 
Hoimes has the liveliest sympathy with all earnest 
worshippers, and quite a love for religious assemblies in 
general. 


“**T am,’ says the Professor—and we can scarcely mistake the voice 
that speaks—‘a regular churchgoer. I should go, for various reasons, 
if I did not love it ; but I am happy enough to find great pleasure in 


the midst of devout multitudes, whether I can accept all their creeds or 
MOts. = 


I suppose, if we must label our subject, he must be 
labelled “ Broad Church,” although I should be disposed to 
claim something a great deal more significant, definite— 
dogmatic, if you will—under that name than he would 
probably agree to. 


‘¢ The Broad Church, I think, will never be based upon anything that 
requires the use of language. Freemasonry gives the idea of such a 
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Church. The cup of cold water does not require to be translated for a 
foreigner to understand it. The only Broad Church possible is that 
which has its creed in the heart, and not in the head.” 


I should be tempted to add to without impairing this 
definition, by saying, “Ay, but in the head too, and on 
such and such wise; for of the fulness of the heart the 
mouth speaketh, and the head will ever insist upon formu- 
lating and reformulating the thoughts and feelings that are 
ever struggling up into spoken and written language.” 

Hence the glory of poets, philosophers, and preachers. 

Does not some one nearer home teach us very well thus p— 


“ Though truths in manhood darkly join, 
Deep-seated in our mystic frame, 
We yield all honour to the Name 

Of Him that made them current coin.” 


Third, his Profession. 

I like to know how a man views his daily occupation. 

Whether he grumbles at it, lounges through it, uses it 
mechanically to live by, or lives in it, and learns by it, and 
loves it. 

It is easy to see, in almost every page of HoLmgs’s 
writing, that he loves the doctor’s profession because he 
loves human nature, and this helps him to study it in 
manifold byeways, to explore its secrets, to sound its heights 
and depths, and to minister like a kind angel to its weak- 
ness, pain, and sorrow. 

‘I have heard it said,” he writes, ‘*that the art of healing makes 
men hard-hearted, and indifferent to human suffering. Iam willing to 
own that there is often a professional hardness in surgeons, just as there 
is in theologians, only much less in degree than in these last. A 
delicate nature will not commonly choose a pursuit which implies the 
habitual infliction of suffering, so readily as some gentler office; . . 
yet you may be sure that some men, even among those who have 


chosen the task of pruning their fellow-creatures, grow more and more 
thoughtful and truly compassionate in the midst of their cruel 
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experience. They become less nervous, but more sympathetic ; they 
have a truer sensibility for others’ pain, the more they study pain and 
disease in the light of science. I have said this without claiming any 
special growth in humanity for myself, though I do hope I grow 
tenderer in my feelings as I grow older.” 

When I read this, I felt that I should like to have Dr. 
OLIVER WENDELL Hommes to attend me. I think I should 
often feel a little poorly. 


Fourth, Women. 

I remember W. F. RosBertson, of Brighton, saying some- 
where that there are two rocks upon which a soul may be 
wrecked—Gop and the opposite sex. 

Indeed, as to the first, we can know little about a man 
until we know his general tone of thought about religion— 
as apart from the state of theological opinion at home or 
abroad; nor can we know a man at all well until we can 
give some account of his general tone of feeling about 
women—-quite apart from the marriage laws or social con- 
ventions at home or abroad. 

I will at once put aside the male icicle, the man who is. 
comparatively insensible to female attractions. 

In either sex you will find individuals of every degree of 
sensibility, and you will as often find the female icicle given 
up to proud, perhaps useful, spinsterhood or wretched matri- 
mony, as you will find the born bachelor, to whom female 
society in any form appears to be either an accident or an 
aimless superfluity. 

But there are men with such a quick vein of sensibility 
that in women’s society they seem to be half women them- 
selves, without, strange to say, losing one wit of manliness. 

This combination may be rare, but it is by no means 
unique. 

In an unapproachable degree it existed in the Blessed 
Author of the Christian religion, 
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This type, often quite as fascinating to men as to women, 
is as far as the poles removed from maudlin sentimentalism. 

It invariably means such an intense and immediate 
recognition of the essential psychology of men and women, 
such an intuitive knowledge, admiration, and love for the 
noblest, and such a tender pity for the weak and erring, that 
for the time the human heart is like a mirror, and sees re- 
flected within itself the image that confronts, absorbs, and is 
absorbed by it. 

The secret of De Batzac’s enormous popularity was 
simply this, the whole womanhood of France—not a very 
pure, but a very passionate, vigorous, and, to a great extent, 
a suffering and oppressed race of women—felt that at last 
they were described by a man who understood them, and 
who estimated them not above, but certainly not below, their 
real worth. 

De Batzac did this by a prodigious feat of sympathetic 
imagination. He had never lived through what he described, 
any more than MassILion or Lacorparre had lived through 
the sins they so eloquently analyzed and denounced. 

Dr Batzac saw bits of womanhood alive, and was well 
acquainted with the morbid anatomy of dead love. 

His genius enabled him to live in an ideal world—a 
world that became so real to him that he demanded no 
other. 

Into this world he summoned the living, breathing types 
of women who lived and moved and had their being in that 
real world, with which he had so little to do. 

You may say he lived with the shadows of women, not 
with women. Be it so; he nevertheless became their con- 
fessor, their consoler, and their immortal portrait painter. 

The sympathy which in De Bauzac was ideal, is most 
simple, earnest, and real in OLIVER WENDELL Hoimss, and 
his taste is far purer. 
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His belief in women is boundless ; his love is wise; his 
admiration sincere, innocent, open. 

He often sketches them at full length, and still more 
often seizes a half length, three-quarters, or profile. 

He surprises them in tears; and grows light at heart and 
jubilant when he sees their fresh girl-faces wreathed in 
smiles. 

He is always respectful, always generous, sometimes a 
little sly, but never undignified. 

The Professor is asked— - 

“Did I believe in love at first sight? ‘Sir,’ he exclaims, and there 
is an almost Johnsonian ring about the gravely frivolous reply, ‘all 
men love all women—that is the primd facie aspect of the matter. They 
are so bound in duty and inclined by nature.’ Then, in a vein of 
sustained humour, he goes on to say that if there are any lawful excep- 
tions to the above rule, the man is bound to stand forth at the bar of 
our common humanity, and show cause why he does not love any given 
woman. He may plead that he has not seen her; that she is a blacka- 


moor, or ill-favoured, or of tender age; or, lastly, that he is in love 
already, and then he will stand excused.” 


But he does not always jest on the subject, and his deep 
reverence for women is constantly allowing itself to be 
divined. 

“There are at least three saints among the women to one among 
the men.” 

And his very reverence begets in him an extreme and 
more than oriental jealousy, but it is a jealousy of their 
souls, more than of their bodies. 

He is never so near being hard and exacting as when 
demanding the highest of a creature, so compounded of 
snow and flame that she seems at any moment ready to rise 
to the loftiest peaks or plunge into their corresponding 
abysses. 

Often, beneath a vein of tender exaggeration, we feel 
something of the Othello gtip of a man fiercely in earnest 
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with a being whom he feels to be at once sublime and 
frail. 


**T would have a woman as true as death. At the first real lie, which 
works from the heart gutward, she should be tenderly chloroformed 
into a better world, where she can have an angel for a governess, and 
feed on strange fruits, which shall make her all over again, even to her 
bones and marrow.” 


Like WasHincTon Irvinc, THACKERAY, and all people 
who connected women’s rights with the bloomer costume, 
a glass of water, and a green cotton umbrella, OLIVER 
WENDELL Ho.MEs is a little hard on strong-minded ladies 
and over-education. 

He has a very keen feeling of the atmosphere, the mind- 
tendency, and the sort of activities most appropriate for 
women. 

No doubt, we have lived to see much of the early ex- 
aggeration of the woman’s rights movement drop away, and 
we claim to have retained its solid benefits in the shape of 
improved legislation and a healthier view of what is due to 
women as members of the body politic. 

In fact, we are just now (1882) in the midst of that new 
phase in the woman’s rights movement, which turns on the 
higher education of women—and I fear this, too, is in 
danger of going a little wild. 

I do not care, any more than does Hormes, for the pre- 
ponderance of the head over the heart in women. 

The type of schoolgirl-boy, with its long stride, its bag, 
and its books in a strap, indifferent to female grace and 
haughty about marriage—though, it may be, not quite re- 
calcitrant—does not, as the French say, ‘‘ smile to me.” 

I should be thrifty of sarcasm at any movement which 
women thought likely to improve their social or political 
condition. 

I should certainly encourage girls to read and take an 
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interest in general literature or science ; but, as far as I see, 
OLIVER WENDELL Ho.mes is substantially sound on the 
great woman’s question, right and left, and in his own 
charming and tender way he utters the words of soberness 
and truth when he says— 


“‘ The brain women never interest us like the heart women: white 
roses please less than red.” 


Yet are Hotmes’s women no fools, like THACKERAY’S. 
His charming Iris is full of imagination and intelligence, 
and his schoolmistress is above the average in mind as well 
as in sensibility and personal grace. 

But whilst idolizing, as he evidently does, what GOETHE 
called the “ evig weibliche”—“ the eternal feminine ”—he 
knows how to be fair and generous to the exceptional 
women with masculine, or at least supra-feminine minds. 


“We owe a genuine tribute of respect to those filtered intellects, 
who have left their womanhood on the strainer. They are so clear that 
it is a pleasure at times to look at the world of thought through them ; 
but the rose and purple tints of richer natures they cannot give us.” 


If he has ever jested or spoken unadvisedly with his lips 
about any of them, if he has been a little arbitrary or exact- 
ing, if he has insisted upon seeking the excellences of all 
women in every woman, and turned away disappointed to 
find that each woman lacked something, he stands forgiven ; 
he makes his peace with the whole sex at the close of that 
pathetic passage in which the dear ministering angel of 
suffering humanity is painted, spending herself very willingly, 
and being spent, in those gentle charities which solace so 
many pains, and rob even death of some of his terrors— 


““God bless all good women! To their soft hands and pitying hearts 
Wwe must all come at last!” 


As I look back upon this rapid mind-sketch of OLIVER 
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WENDELL Homes, the nature of his ideals, the practical 
character of his religion, his large-hearted sympathy with 
men, women, and children, I can only say, “‘ Heaven send 
us on this side of the Atlantic a teacher so wise and 
generous, so witty, so tender, and so true !” 


You may open any of the three volumes upon which 
Ho.mes’s fame really rests, the “ Autocrat,” the “Professor,” 
or the “Poet,” and find on every page aphorisms and 
epigrams which deserve to be framed, put down in your 
private note-book, or carried in your heart. 

I will transcribe a few specimens before proceeding, in a 
more systematic way, to note some flashes of his wit, atmo- 
spheres of his humour, and a fugitive, very fugitive glimpse 
of his novel-writings. 


Memory.—‘‘ Memory is a net. One finds it full of fish when he 
takes it from the brook, but a dozen miles of water have run through 
it without sticking.” 


CONTROVERSY.—‘‘ Controversy equalizes fools and wise men in the 
same way—and the fools know it.” 


UNPOPULAR OPINION.—‘‘ A man whose opinions are not attacked is 
beneath contempt ; ” 
and 


** Every real thought on every real subject knocks the wind out of 
somebody or other.” 


TENDENCY.—‘‘I find the great thing in this world is not so much 
where we stand as in what direction we are moving.” 


SECRETS.—‘‘ We never tell our secrets to people who jump for 
them.” 


Famr.—‘‘ Fame usually comes to those who are thinking about 
something else ; rarely to those who say to themselves, ‘Go to, now ! 
Jet us be a celebrated individual !’” 
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PRAISE.— You may set it down as a truth which admits of few 
exceptions, that those who ask your opinion really want your praise.” 


SINCERITY.—‘‘ Why can’t somebody give us a list of things which 
everybody thinks and nobody says, and another list of things that 
everybody says and nobody thinks ?” 


Tue Rep Inp1an.—‘‘ A few instincts on legs, flourishing a toma- 
hawk.” 


His keen insight flashes out in many bright, brief, and 
admirably smart reflections ; things we have often thought, 
never said. 

Hear him on comedy and tragedy— 


‘*Wonder why authors and actors are ashamed of being funny ? 
Why there are obvious reasons, and deep philosophical ones too. The 
clown knows very well that the women are not in love with him, but 
with Hamlet—the fellow yonder in the black coat and the plumed hat. 
Passion never laughs! The wit knows that his place is at the tail of 
the procession.” 


And here the balance of the situation is wisely kept, the 
true relation of comedy to life defined, with a practical tact 
which the comic man would at all times do well to ponder. 


‘*Tf the sense of the ridiculous is one side of an impressible nature, 
it is very well; but if that is all there is ina man, he had better have: 
been an ape, and stood at the head of his profession at once.” 


On one occasion, it is said, Mr. SPURGEON, being accused 
of a certain levity in the pulpit, was not eager to deny the 
soft impeachment, whereupon his censor, waxing indignant, 
exclaimed— 

“T wonder, sir, how you, a minister of the gospel, can 
venture to utter so many witticisms in the house of God.” 

“ Ah!” said the great preacher, with a pathetic little sigh, 
‘you wouldn’t if you knew how many I keep to myself.” 

Still, there was some force in the objector. 
~ It is very difficult for a really funny man to get credit for 
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being anything else. The risible faculties are easiest 
stirred ; we are more prone to laugh than to cry, and more 
prone to do either than to think. 

A wit who means to be taken seriously must beware of 
being too witty too often or too soon. 


“ Keep your wit in the background,” says HoLmEs, “until you have 
made a reputation by your more solid qualities: you will do nothing 
great with Macbeth’s dagger, if you first come on flourishing Paul Pry’s 
umbrella.” 

I like to repeat Porson’s definition of wit—“ the best 
sense in the world.” How much wisdom lies in a witty 
proverb, how much condensed meaning in a terse epigram! 

HoLMEs is never happier than when wrapping up his 
dose of thought in such an elegant gilt bolus as this— 


Money.—‘‘ Put not your trust in money, but put your money in 
trust.” 


There is a whole sermon in the first clause, ‘‘ Put not 
your trust in money,” and it may be preached on the text 
“the love of money is the root of all evil;” and the whole 
philosophy of thrift is in the last, “ put your money in trust.” 
The secret of a sound investment is not the least important 
lesson to teach an age gone mad with “ Rings” and suffering 
from bubble companies on the brain. 

People travel a good deal now—Americans for cheapness, 
Germans for instruction, French for pleasure, and Inglish 
it is impossible to say for what! But one experience is 
common to them all ; it is this— 


ee ; as 
‘¢ Travellers change their guineas, not their characters. 


Travel shows people to themselves and to each other. 
Their character may not change, but “going about” often 
brings out their latent peculiarities. 

Once across the Channel, perhaps even before we get as 
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far, we try conclusions and draw distinctions with our friend, 
not always without a difference. 

We knew he was lazy before, but we had no notion that 
he would not get up to see a sunrise or to catch the train. 

We knew he liked his dinner, but for the Alhambra or 
the Pyramids we thought dinner might wait. 

Well, at the end of the first week, he denounces you as 
radically unsound on the commissariat question; and in a 
fortnight, he takes to his bed, and will do nothing but 
smoke. ‘Men change their guineas, not their characters !” 

Alas! the application can be made still more personal. 
How many of us rush abroad to drown anxiety or sorrow, 
to get rid of ourselves, we require only “change of air!” 
Miserable cheat! a mere shallow cry got up, like the Rhine 
castles and the live chamois goats, for the Cooke tourists. 
You change your guineas sure enough, and take your ticket ; 
you are well over the water, you will enjoy the change. 

Ha! who is that on the pier, who comes to meet you as 
you land ? 

Why, it is the same dismal, woebegone figure that you left 
a hundred miles behind you. 

“‘ What!” cries Emerson, “travellest thou so fast in the 
earth, old mole?” Evenso! You are the old mole, none 
other; or, as ALFRED DE MusSET poetically says— 

“© Partout ot j’ai touché la terre, 
Sur ma route est venu, s’asseoir 


Un malheureux vétu de noir, 
Qui me ressemblait comme un frére,” 


In the more prosaic words of OLIVER WENDELL HoLMmgs, 
“Men change their guineas, not their characters !” 


A horsey country like ours will appreciate the following 


uncompromising, or perhaps rather compromising state- 
ment :— 


Horses,—‘ He who is carried by horses must deal with rogues.” 
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My own experience is that there are three things about 
which even good men have no conscience at all. 

The first is horses. 

The second is violins. 

The third is umbrellas. 

But, as I am in this cynical mood, let me finish and have 
done, for it is not a vein congenial to the spirit of our 
Autocrat, or to the warm summer life and the genial 
humanity which habitually suffuses his soul. 

I will, therefore, allow him to utter but one last cynicism, 
at once mercenary and sentimental, on Marrimony : 

**Quoth Tom, ‘ Though fair her features be, 
It is her figure pleases me.’ 
‘What may her figure be ?’ I cried. 
© One hundred thousand,’ he replied.” 


No one understands atmospheres better than Hotmes. 

He will plant his seed in a certain soil, and it will de- 
velop after its kind. Do what you will, you can only see 
with his eyes for the time. You go round and round his 
plant—it develops and enlarges, but, like the flower out of a 
soil which has been tampered with chemically, it comes up 
all mauve or magenta, instead of white or red. 


THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE Hat. 


Certain objects act upon Hormes like the red flag on a 
bull. Amongst these is the ‘ Har.” 

It always excites him. I should like to know what kind 
of hat OtiveR WENDELL Ho.mgs is in the habit of wearing. 
Who is his hatter ? 

I would venture to say he inclines more to the straw and 
wideawake than to the chimney-pot. 

It is nevertheless the chimney-pot hat which he contem- 
plates with an almost vicious complacency of satire. 
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It evidently possesses for him a certain dangerous fascin- 
ation ; he cannot let it alone. 

A new hat, a shabby hat, a squashed hat, an old hat, each 
in turn attracts him, as the feather in the ladies’ turban used 
to attract poor SOTHERN when he came in as Garrick 
feigning drunkenness. 

Now he is in mock heroics— 

“‘Have a good hat. The secret of your looks 
Lives with the beaver in Canadian brooks. 


Virtue may flourish in an old cravat, 
But man and nature scorn the shocking hat !” 


Or it is the damaged hat that is developed in three 
sententious propositions thus— 

First, ‘‘ A hat which has been popped by being sat down upon is 
never itself again afterwards.” 

Second, ‘‘ It is a favourite illusion of sanguine natures to believe the 
contrary.” 

Third, ‘‘ Shabby gentility has nothing so characteristic as its hat. 
There is always an unnatural calmness about its nap, and an unwhole- 
some gloss suggestive of a wet brush.” 


He is equally happy on 


THe DEVELOPMENT OF THE BUN. 


‘*In order to know whether a human being is young or old, offer it 
food of different kinds at short intervals.” 


The crucial experiment is this— 


“Offer a bulky and boggy bun to the suspected individual just ten 
minutes before dinner. If this is eagerly accepted and devoured, the 
fact of youth is established ; if the subject of the question starts back 
and expresses surprise and incredulity, as if you could not possibly be 
in earnest, the fact of maturity is no less clear.” 


I will give but one more example of a perfectly whimsical 
atmosphere, in which Holmes has had the wit to place another 
common human thing—a thing as common and human and 
familiar to us all as the hat.or the bun. 
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It is THE CouGuH. 


“* Coughs are ungrateful things. You find one out in the cold; you 
take it up, nurse it, make everything of it, dress it up warm, give it all 
sorts of balsams, and other food it likes, and carry it round in your 
bosom as if it were a miniature lap-dog. And by-and-by, its little bark 
grows sharp and savage, and—confound the thing !—you find it is a 
wolf's whelp that you have got there, and he is gnawing in the breast 
where he has been nestling so long.” 


I can merely glance at HoLMEs as a novelist. If I do 
not select for comment “ The Guardian Angel” or “ Elsie 
Venner,” it is not because I do not recognize their merits. 

As novels they are not strong, but they are full of 
fragmentary studies of character and situations of genial 
and sometimes of weird fancy. If not unique, they are 
in many ways remarkable. 

The conception of ‘‘Elsie Venner” belongs almost 
entirely to the sphere of medical psychology. 

Strange animal tendencies are the commonplaces of 
insanity, and we may have noticed in human beings odd 
facial likenesses to animals which have gone more than 
skin-deep. 

This borderland of mystery is just the one in which 
HoLmeEs’s genius would be likely to revel, and a girl with 
the tendencies of a snake is quite the sort of person our 
philosopher would wish to describe and analyze. 

And he has done it. Still, the genius of Hotmes will 
remain to the end desultory, fragmentary, capricious, and 
incapable of any sustained effort which would prevent him 
from flying off at some opportune tangent. 

From which it results that his desultory books are full of 
sustained interest, whilst his novels are, in spite of their 
power and originality, dull. 

That is why I take my specimens of his novel-writing 
from two books which are not novels. 
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The sketch of Iris from the “‘ Professor,” and the sketch 
of the Schoolmistress from the ‘‘ Autocrat.” 

A writer who wants to describe a woman, and who under- 
stands his business, does not go through the catalogue of 
her charms. He knows better. He means you to do that 
for him, and to do it better than he could. He draws for 
each character upon the whole of your past experience ; he 
puts in a touch here and a touch there, which suggest to 
you a vast deal more than even he dreams of. 

He tells you, for instance, of a blonde—a particular kind 
of blonde; not a cold blonde, with hair like tow, but a 
blonde with the summer through her blood, and the warm 
—not the cold—white complexion, and the shining hair 
with that gloss as of yellow floss silk that holds the 
light. 

You know exactly the sort of girl. All the beautiful 
blondes you have ever seen rise in your mind as you read, 
or rather a mental combination of them begins to glow and 
radiate out upon you from the cunning novelist’s pages, 
and the thing is done. 

And so, too, he will treat you with a brunette, and all 
the beautiful brunettes you have ever seen will give her 
their charms. 

Or he will paint you the gown fitting close about the 
white throat of one of those delicate, pale but not sickly 
creatures—too sedentary, too thoughtful, scarcely alive to 
their own depths; unawakened, but quite ready to be 
awakened ; sensible, quiet, and sensitive, and a little too 
slight, and there you have the young governess in the 
“* Autocrat.” 

But first let us have Iris. 

Nothing can be more subtle than the way in which she 
is indirectly sketched, from her cradle to the fulness of her 
glowing and sunny-hearted girlhood. Can anything exceed 
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the fineness of touch which, in a few lines, describes her 
poor mother’s death and her own birth? 

“‘The poor lady (thy mother), seated with her companion at the 
chess-board of matrimony, had but just pushed forward her one little 
white pawn (Iris) upon an empty square, when the black knight that 
cares nothing for castles or kings or queens, swooped down upon her 
and swept her from the larger board of life.” 

Iris appears about seventeen or eighteen at the boarding- 
house, and almost insensibly gravitates to the one inmate 
most remotely opposite to herself. 

She takes her seat at breakfast always by the side of the 
little deformed gentleman, whose brilliant conversation she 
loves to hear, and who grows more brilliant and original as 
she listens sympathetically. 

Iris read and thought too. She was an artist. She had 
a precious diary and a still more precious sketch-book. 
She had her secret thoughts, and yearnings, and aspirations, 
and ideals, and sadnesses, young as she was. 

“* A child? yes, if you choose to call her so—but such a child! Do 
you know how art brings all ages together? There is no age to the 
angels and ideal human forms among which the artist lives, and he 
shares their youth until his hand trembles and his eye grows dim. But 
why this lover of the beautiful should be so drawn to one whom Nature 
has wronged so deeply seems hard to explain. Pity !—I suppose they 
say that leads to love.” 

Undoubtedly Iris was full of character. She was not a 
negative, but a positive blonde, with the golden tint running 
through her. 

“*Come, probably enough, from those deep-bosomed German women 
that TACITUS portrayed in such strong colours.” 

Though positive, she was intensely receptive. Something 
of the little deformed gentleman’s own peculiar energy and 
mental vigour seemed at times to be reflected in her. She 
had an odd temperament, too ; was given to sleep-walking. 

One of her pretty trances is prettily told, and is a little 

r 
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weighted with an abnormal mesmeric suggestion. It was 
on this wise :— 

The little gentleman, it appears, was very strong in his 
shoulders and arms; his hand could hold you like a vice. 
The Professor meets Iris in her night-walking, asleep. 
Awaking from her trance, “she took my hand. ‘I feel, 
she said, ‘as if all my strength were in this arm.’” She 
tightened her grasp in the Professor’s hand. | 

“*Good heavens! she will crack my bones! All the nervous power 
of her body must have flashed through those muscles! Iris turned pale, 
and the tears came to her eyes. She saw she had given me pain. 
Then she trembled, and might have fallen but for me. The poor little 
soul had been in one of those trances which belongs to the spiritual 
pathology of higher natures, mostly those of women.” 

The pathetic relation between the poor little, embittered, 
deformed gentleman and the lovely, sympathetic Iris has 
now to be worked up. <A few touches here and there 
suffice. 

“One thing is sure—the interest she takes in her little neighbour is 


getting to be more engrossing than ever. Something is the matter with 
him, and she knows it, and, I think, worries herself about it.” 


Soon after, the Professor writes— 

“<T must tell Iris that her poor friend is in a precarious state. She 
seems nearer to him than anybody. I did tell her. Whatever emotion 
it produced, she kept a still face. . . . ‘He shall have some of my life,’ 
she said. A fancy, I suppose, of a kind of magnetic power she could 
give out, JI cannot help thinking she wills her strength away from 
herself. I have sometimes thought he gained the force she lost—a 
whim very probably.” 

As the crisis approaches, we are, of course, put off in 
various ways, according to the Professor’s peculiar and 
desultory method of treatment. 

The deepening of Iris’s character by contact with suffering 
is emphasized by the introduction of one of HotMEs’s most 
delicate lyrics, “Under the Violets,” said to have been 
found in the young girl’s album. 
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“UNDER THE VIOLETS. 


«¢ Fler hands are cold, her face is white ; 
No more her pulses come and go ; 
Her eyes‘are shut from life and light. 
Fold the white vesture, snow on snow, 
And lay her where the violets blow. 


** But not beneath a graven stone, 
To plead for tears with alien eyes : 
A slender cross of wood alone 
Shall say that here a maiden lies 
In peace beneath the peaceful skies. 


** And grey old trees of hugest limb 
Shall wheel their circling shadows round, 
To make the scorching sunlight dim 
That drinks the greenness from the ground, 
And drop their dead leaves on her mound. 


«When o’er their boughs the squirrels run, 
And thro’ their leaves the robins call ; 
And, ripening in the autumn sun, 
The acorns and the chestnuts fall, 
Doubt not that she will heed them all. 


*‘ For her the morning choir shall sing 
Its matins from the branches high : 
And every minstrel voice of spring 
That trills beneath the April sky, 
Shall greet her with its earliest cry. 


«« When, turning round their dial-track, 
Eastward the lengthening shadows pass, 
Here little mourners, clad in black— 
The crickets, sliding thro’ the grass, 
Shall pipe for her an evening mass. 


‘* At last the rootlets of the trees 
Shall find the prison where she lies, 
And bear the buried dust they seize 
In leaves and blossoms to the skies. 
So may the soul that warmed it rise! 
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*¢Tf any, born of kindlier blood, 
Should ask, ‘ What maiden lies below ??” 
Say only this: ‘A tender bud, 
That tried to blossom in the snow, 
Lies withered where the violets blow.’ ” 


We are soon ushered into the little gentleman’s sick- 
room—that strange, haunted apartment, which no boarder, 
except, perhaps—and only perhaps—the young girl, was ever 
allowed to enter. 

One night the Professor, who had now become the 
invalid’s medical man, on issuing forth from the sick- 
chamber, meets Iris in one of her trances. 

This scene will bear no second description: it is a 
masterpiece of refinement, and the novelist is certainly 
here at his very best. He never does better, except, 
perhaps, in the pathetic last chapter of the little gentleman’s 
life, to which I must now hasten on. 

<¢<T know it all,’ said Iris, his self-appointed nurse. ‘ He is going 
to die, and I must go and sit by him. Nobody will care for him as I 
shall, and I have nobody else to care for.’ ” 

Soon after this, the divinity student pays the little 
gentleman a well-intentioned and kindly visit; but an 
allusion to his sins calls forth a last brilliant tirade from 
the little man, full of eloquence and pathos. 

‘<¢T have learnt to accept meekly what has been allotted to me, but 
I cannot honestly say that I think my sin has been greater than my 
suffering. I bear the ignorance and the evil-doing of whole generations 
in my single person. I never drew a breath of air, nor took a step, 
that was not a punishment for another’s fault. I may have had many 
wrong thoughts, but I cannot have done many wrong deeds, for my 
cage has been a narrow one, and I have paced it alone. I have looked 
through the bars, and seen the great world of men busy and happy, 
but I had no part in their doings. J have known what it is to dream 
of great passions ; but since my mother kissed me before she died, no 
woman’s lips have pressed my cheek—nor ever will” The young 
girl’s eyes glitter with a sudden film, and almost without a thought, 
but with a warm human instinct that rushed up into her face with her 
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heart’s blood, she bent over and kissed him. It was the sacrament 
that washed out long years of bitterness, and I should hold it an 
unworthy thought to defend her. The little gentleman repaid her 
with the only tear any of us ever saw him shed. 

‘‘ The divinity student rose from his place, and, turning away from 
the. sick man, walked to the other side of the room, where he bowed 
his head and was still. All the questions he had meant to ask had 
faded from his memory. The tests he had prepared by which to judge 
of his fellow-creature’s fitness for heaven seemed to have lost their 
virtue. He could trust the crippled child of sorrow to the Infinite 
Parent. The kiss of the fair-haired girl had been like a sign from 
heaven, that angels watched over him whom he was presuming but a 
moment before to summon before the tribunal of his private judgment.” 


I can afford to make the sketch of the schoolmistress 
much slighter. It will resolve itself into one or two senti- 
mental touches and a love-scene—always the crucial test of 
a writer of fiction, and one in which Ho.mes will not be 
found wanting. 

The dramatis persone are a gentleman of middle age—the 
Autocrat, in fact—with much of the vivacity of youth and 
more than the loquacity of age, which is a fair statement, 
as he talks almost uninterruptedly through two hundred 
pages of close print ; and the schoolmistress, that same pale 
young person, with the tight, neatly fitting dress close up 
to her neck, with a little bit of ribbon or flower to set off 
her delicate complexion,—not at all a sickly young woman, 
but perhaps suffering from a little over-attention to her 
class and suppression of young vigorous life, which sorely 
wanted a run in the fields or a ramble on the mountains 
and—and—well, it must be admitted, a manly bosom for 
the wise and gentle head to rest upon. 

But Homes shall put her upon the canvas, with a few of 
his own effective strokes of the brush— 

“‘The schoolmistress came down, with a rose in her hair, a fresh 


June rose. She has been palicing early, She has brought back two 
others, one on each cheek.” tee 
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The Autocrat—a decidedly staid, sober-minded, and 
philosophical gentleman—is much drawn to this young 
person. 

He talks rather better when she is listening, and often 
looks for her approval, which he appears invariably to get. 

In the free and easy life of an American boarding-house, 
nothing could be more natural than an occasional walk 
before or between school hours, and an occasional walk 
she and the Autocrat had together. 


‘¢¢ This is the shortest way,’ she said, as they came to the corner. 
*¢* Then we won’t take it,’ said I.” 


When they got home, he could not help noticing that 
her colour was a little heightened. It certainly became her. 


‘<T felt sure,” he adds, ‘‘it would be useful to her to take a stroll like 
this every morning.” 


The intelligent reader, after this, begins to look for the 
inevitable result, and is much relieved to read, after one or 
two such strolls— 


‘¢T’m afraid I have been a fool, for I have told as much of myself to 
this young person as if she were of that ripe and discreet age which 
invites confidence and expansive utterance.” 


However, he soon gets over this indiscretion, and decides 
that another morning walk would be good for him ; and, 
besides, the schoolmistress will be glad of a little fresh air 
before school. 

He is, in fact, falling step by step an easy and willing 
victim, whilst most comically standing out for it that he 
never once made love to the young woman in any one of 
those walks. However, he is forced to admit that what 
he calls— 


‘The throbbing flushes of the poetical intermittent have been coming: 
over me of late ; ” 
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and the growing flame is fanned by the ingenuous ecstasy 
of the schoolmistress at his glowing descriptions of distant 
scenes, the glories of the Alps, and so forth. 
** ¢Tf I thought I shpuld ever see the Alps,’ said she. 
**¢ Perhaps you will some time or other.’ 
“ Mental tableau. 


**[Chamouni—Mont Blanc in full view ; figures in the foreground ; 
two of them standing apart, one of them a gentleman of—oh !—ah !— 
yes !—the other a lady in a white cashmere shawl, leaning on his 
shoulder, etc. ].” 


Of course, the drama can no more stand still at this point 
than a rolling ball on an inclined plane, and we are quite 
prepared for this style of thing— 


“* Once in a while one meets with a single soul,” etc., etc. 3 


Or— 

**I saw that eye and lip and every shifting element were made for 
love.” 

Naturally; but still this sophistical Autocrat has the 
effrontery to reiterate— 


‘JT never spoke one word of love to the schoolmistress in the course 
of these pleasant walks.” 


Ah! well, there are more ways than one of making love. 
But the indefinite postponement, the endless digressions, 
the Autocrat’s moods, emotions, and their self-deceptions 
are so agreeable that we are quite sorry to come, as come 
we must, to the last walk ! 


“Tt was on the common that we were walking. The wzad/, or boule- 
yard of our common, you know, has various branches leading from it in 
different directions. One of them runs downward from opposite Joy 
Street southward, across the whole length of the common, to Boylston 
Street. We called it the long path, and were fond of it. 

“*T felt very weak indeed—though of a tolerable robust habit—as 
we came opposite the head of this path on that morning. I think I 
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tried to speak twice without making myself distinctly audible. At last 
I got out the question— 

“©¢ Will you take the long path with me ?’ 

*«« Certainly,’ said the schoolmistress ; ‘ with much pleasure.’ 

««¢Think,’ I said, ‘before you answer. If you take the Jong ar 
with me now, I shall interpret it that we are to part no more.’ 

““The schoolmistress stepped back with a sudden movement, as if an 
arrow had struck her. 

“One of the large granite rocks used as seats was hard by ; it’s one 
you may still see close to the giuko tree. 

‘© <« Pray, sit down,’ I said. 

“© “No, no,’ she answered softly ; ‘I will walk the Jong path with 
you !’ - 

“‘The old gentleman who sits opposite met us walking arm-in-arm, 
about the middle of the long path, and said, very charmingly, ‘ Good 
morning, my dears.’ ” 


1 BE 


JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL. 


BG he 


JAMES RU Sorel, LOWELL. 


mR. LOWELL says somewhere that the art of 

writing consists largely in knowing what to 

leave in the ink-pot. 

een eran We may add that the art of publishing consists 

largely in knowing what to leave in the waste-paper basket. 
As an experienced editor, that is a discovery our author 

must have made long ago—but he has been too severe with 


himself. 
How many volumes of Lowe t’s prose works, if not in 


the waste-basket, are almost as effectually buried in maga- 
zine and newspaper columns ? How many ink-pots between 
1838 and 1880 have been absorbed by the blotting-paper of 
oblivion ? 

A brief review of Mr. Lowetr’s working life will give 
the reader some notion of what the world has zof got, and 
will serve to call attention to the condensed wealth con- 
tained in such unpretentious little volumes as “‘ Among my 
Books,” and “ My Study Windows.” 

But the man must take precedence of his work. 


The “ Low Les,” from Yardley, Worcestershire, left Bristol 
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for America about 240 years ago. There was evidently 
“stuff” in the family, as the town of “Lowell,” a shire 
town of Middlesex, Massachusetts, is named after them. 

CHARLES LOWELL, a respected Unitarian minister at 
Boston, was the father of the present poet, and determining 
that his son JamES RusseEty should have a liberal educa- 
tion, he sent him to Harvard University, where he entered 
at fifteen, became “Class poet,” graduated at nmeteen, and 
on leaving college was recommended to study law. 

Whether Mr. Lowe v’s faculty for promoting litigation 
was imperfect or insufficiently cultivated is of little con- 
sequence to posterity ; had he been a successful lawyer, he 
might have become a professional politicilan—the world 
would then have probably lost a poet and a statesman. 


About a year seems to have satisfied him that human 
nature, from a legal point of view, was unproductive— 
perhaps dull. 

- At all events, in 1841 he published a collection of poems 
called “A Year’s Life.” As they have never been re- 
printed, and we have not seen the original volumes, they 
may have been poetical digests of interesting cases. Some, 
however, have been republished ; but we fail to find in the 
exquisite plaint of “Threnodia,” “Irene,” “My Love,” “To 
Perdita, singing,” or ‘The Moon,” the least allusion to the 
“Prisoner at the Bar,” “ Costs,” or even a ‘‘ Fee Simple.” 

The mature taste which cancels early work is not always 
to be relied on. 

Why Mr. Tennyson should have only retained one 
exquisite line in the whole of his prize poem “ Timbuctoo ” 
—a poem full of mature and sustained beauty—is to us as 
great a mystery as why Mr. RuskIN seems anxious to bury 
for ever in oblivion all his more important writings, which 
the world, however, will not willingly let die. 
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However, “to fresh woods and pastures new,” in com- 
pany with Mr. Roperr Carter, did Mr. Lowett betake 
himself in 1843, and the “ Pioneer, a literary and critical 
magazine,” supported by Epcar Por, HAwTHorNE, Par- 
SON, StToREY, and others, was. pioneered through three 
monthly nurabers, when the publisher failed, and pic 
venture was wrecked. 

Every one must buy his experience, and the interests of 
authors and publishers get a little mixed sometimes—espe- 
cially those of authors—still, the great matter is to find 
one’s ‘‘sea legs ” on the voyage of literary life. 

In 1844 the verses including “A Legend of Brittany,” 
* Prometheus,” ‘‘ Rhoecus,” and some sonnets, showed at 
least that the poet and philanthropist was beginning to 
stand firm upon that quarter-deck on which the great anti- 
slavery battle was to be fought and won. 

In 1845 a prose volume of conversations appeared, on 
some old poets—CHAUCER, CHAPMAN, ForD, etc,—sub- 
sequently, I suppose, incorporated in “ My Study Win- 
dows ”—and various hints, paragraphs, and disquisitions on 
politics and slavery prepare the way for some patriotic 
bursts of feeling, the indignation and the eloquent wrath 
of “The Present Crisis” (1848), ‘‘ Anti-Texas,” and “On 
the Capture of certain Fugitive Slaves near Washington.” 

These were shortly followed, in that most momentous 
year ’48, when the States were seething with revolution and 
Europe was in a blaze with Louis Napo.eon’s exploits, by 
“The Vision of Sir Launfal,’ and the famous “ Biglow 
Papers.” ‘A Fable for Critics” also appeared in the 
year ’48. 

In 1851 Mr. LoweLL visited England, France, and 
Switzerland, and lived for some time in Italy. Such essays 
s “Dante” show how deeply he imbibed the spirit of 
‘Italy’s greatest poet, and how closely he studied the schools 
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of Italian painting and the relics of the Roman or Greco- 
Roman sculpture. 

Of the Greek sculpture there is little enough in Italy ; 
only a few marble replicas of a few fine statues—the 
originals of all the finest Greek statues were in ivory or 
bronze. 

He joins in the abuse of MicHaEL ANGELO at present 
fashionable, and the reader may be referred to the section 
on “Italy,” printed in the “ Fireside Travels,” for a variety 
of impressions de voyage, probably unlike what was printed 
before them, but very similar to what has appeared since. 

I miss the “flying grace” of HoweE.v’s “ Venetian 
Life,” but this Mr. LowrELt would call “ cheapening” one 
thing by another; and then, indeed, the impress left by 
Italy upon his mind and studies is far more important than 
are any of the pleasant chatty notes made guide-book in 
hand. 

One thing is certain, that Mr. Lowetr avoided travelling 
as other Americans are said to travel—seeing everything 
and looking at nothing—or, worse still, making notes, as 
they rush from place to place on the “ Continong,” of what 
they neither have seen nor looked at. 

I remember myself meeting two such enterprising tra- 
vellers when I was last in Rome. They were standing 
opposite the “Apollo Belvidere” in the Vatican. One 
held guide-book with pencil, and read; the other mastered 
as rapidly as he could the labels on each pedestal. 

“Wal, what’s the next?” says the American ’Arry with 
the guide-book. 

“That,” says his friend, stooping down to examine the 
label—‘‘ that’s the ’Pollo Belvidere.” 

“ Chalk ’im off,” says his friend with the pencil, and both 
passed on without even raising their eyes to the Sun-god ! 

But to be at leisure, to master well, to think and write 
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maturely, is an old-world feature retained by Mr. Lowe tt, 
It is one of his main charms; like good wine, it will keep— 
ay, and bear exportation to boot. 

In December, 1852, he returned to America, and in 1854 
and 1855 lectured on the British poets. ‘The substance of 
these lectures probably reappeared in ‘“‘ Among my Books.” 

In January, 1855, on the resignation of Mr. Lonc- 
FELLOW, Mr. LowELL, by that time famous and influential 
as the poet of the “ Biglows,” accepted the chair of modern 
languages and Jel/es lettres in the Harvard College. 

With that passion for thoroughness which he had so 
humorously and forcibly expressed in the “ Biglows,” Mr. 
LoweLL revisited Europe to qualify himself especially in 
the French and German languages and literatures for his 
new post. 

“« Folks thet worked thorough was the ones thet thriv, 
But bad work follers ye ez long’s ye live ; 


But can’t git red on’t—jest ez sure ez sin, 
It’s ollers askin’ to be done agin.” 


To this period at Dresden, 1856, we doubtless owe those 
exhaustive studies, the fruits of which come out in the 
excellent essays on “ Lesstnc” and “ RoussEau ”—papers 
which impress the reader, without apparent effort or design, 
with the feeling that the writer knows so much more than 
he cares to say. 

In 1857 to 1862 many essays, not since republished, ap- 
peared in the Atlantic Monthly, of which Mr. LowELi became 
editor ; and in 1863 to 1872 he edited, in conjunction with 
CHARLES E. Norton, the Worth American Review—a kind 
of American “ Revue des Deux Mondes” in literary import- 
ance. 

In 1864 appeared the pleasant “ Fireside Travels,” con- 
taining his gossip about ‘‘ Cambridge, U.S., 30 years ago ;” 
“©The Moosehead Journal,” full of characteristic incidents 
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and glimpses of out-of-the-way lonely scenery, and American 
travel in pleasant byways; experiences at sea, together with 
appearances of whales and jellyfish ; a pensive paragraph on 
the sea-serpent, and a few words of sympathy for that rare 
monster’s admirers ; some notes on the Mediterranean, not 
unlike other people’s notes on the Mediterranean, and ‘In 
Italy ””—generally—very generally. 

In 1867 we have the “Second Series of Biglow,” and 
“‘ Melibceus Hipponax ;” in 1868, “ Under the Willows, and 
other poems;” in 1869, ‘‘The Cathedral,’ an extensive 
poem redolent of foreign travel, but interspersed with those 
delightful meditations and serious reflections without which 
Mr. Lowe tt’s earnest nature is incapable of long exhaling 
itself in either prose or poetry. 

In 1870 the pith of many essays and magazine articles is. 
extracted and issued in his three chief prose volumes, “ My 
Study Windows,” and two volumes ‘‘ Among my Books.” 

In 1872 Mr, Lowe Lu is again in Europe, and in 1874 
Cambridge University—not U.S.A.—confers its LL.D. in 
the Senate-house upon one who certainly by this time, more 
by the quality than by the quantity of his books, had won 
for himself a foremost place in English literature, as well 
as a special throne in America, where he may well be called 
the Prize Poet of the Vernacular. 


From the English point of view all this may seem an odd 
training for a politician, Indeed, our English House of 
Commons has always been a little shy of literary men 
(although it happens to have a good supply of them just 
now—1880), Lorp Macautay was a fair parliamentary 
success as far as he went, but his extreme distaste for office 
perhaps betrayed a certain sense of unfitness to excel in 
practical politics. _BuLwer Lyrron was a showy succes 
a’estime as a debater. 
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Joun StuarT MILL, although unable to keep his seat, left 
his hall-mark on every question that he touched upon in the 
House. 

Lorp BEACONSFIEED was altogether an exceptional phe- 
nomenon, and his poet-statesmanlike appointments were 
equally phenomenal. 

However, they manage all these things differently in 
America, and, indeed, they make politicians out of all sorts 
of stuff, for home use—but for foreign service a literary career 
seems to be no unnatural or unusual prelude. 

Mr. HowELLs was consul at Venice, so was G. P. R. JAMES ; 
Mr. Bret Harte is consul at Glasgow, Mr, Lowe, who 
had never. made a political speech or sought his country’s 
suffrage at home, or held any State appointment whatever, 
was offered the post of Ambassador to Russia in 1874, which 
he declined ; but so determined were the Americans to be 
represented by him abroad, that Madrid, which he accepted, 
was offered him in 1877, and. London in 1880; nor could 
any better appointment have been made, 


The style of Mr. Lowe Lt is emphatically his own, and yet 
no man reports so habitually — half sympathetically, half 
whimsically—the ring of other writers, 

“ Homer Wilbur” is especially redolent or resonant of the 
old Elizabethan Masters. We hear the grave VERULAM 
Lorp Bacon, or the judicious HookEr, in— 


“Our true country is that idea] realm which we represent to ourselves 
under the names of religion, duty, and the like. Ovur terrestrial organi- 
zations are but far-off approaches to so fair a model, and all those are 
verily traitors who resist not any attempt to divert them from their 
original intendment.” 


Sometimes we get an odd flavour of Swirt, bright humour 
being substituted for malignant satire ; at others, the flowing 
and tender style of JEREMY TAyLor comes back to us as we 
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read; and this pretty close to a quaint essay on Journalism 
is certainly the oddest mixture of EMERSON and STERNE : 


“Through my newspaper, here, do not families take pains to send 
me, an entire stranger, news of a death among them? Are not here 
two who. would have me know of their marriage? And, strangest of 
all, is not this singular person anxious to have me informed that he has 
received a fresh supply of Dimitry Bruisgins? But to none of us does 
the Present continue miraculous (even if for a moment discerned as such). 
We glance carelessly at the sunrise, and get used to Orion and the 
Pleiades. The wonder wears off, and to-morrow this sheet, in which a 
vision was let down to me from Heaven, shall-be the wrappage to a bar 
of soap, or the platter for a beggar’s broken victuals.” 


But here is a bit of the genuine, unadulterated LowELt, in 
one of his rare bursts of terrible scorn and irony. It is in- 
deed a tremendous indictment on the war material of an 
‘“‘Unthrifty Mother State,” this picture of a war recruit. 


“An own child of the Almighty God! I remember him as he was 
brought to be christened—a ruddy, rugged babe; and now there he 
wallows, reeking, seething—the dead corpse, not of a man, but of a 
soul—a putrefying lump, horrible for the life that is in it. Comes the 
wind of heaven, that good Samaritan, and parts the hair upon his fore- 
head, nor is too nice to kiss those parched, cracked lips; the morning 
opens upon him her eyes full of pitying sunshine, the sky yearns down 
to him, and there he lies fermenting. O sleep! let me not profane thy 
holy name by calling that stertorous unconsciousness a slumber! By- 
and-by comes along the State, God’s vicar. Does she say, ‘ My poor, 
forlorn foster-child! Behold here a force which I will make dig and 
plant and build for me’? Not so; but, ‘Here is a recruit ready-made 
to my hand, a piece of destroying energy lying unprofitably idle.’ So 
she claps an ugly gray suit on him, puts a musket in his grasp, and 
sends him off, with Gubernatorial and other godspeeds, to do duty asa 
destroyer.” 


Mr. Lowe t is hard upon fine writers; and, indeed, his 
own style, although rising to an occasion, never approaches 
the chronic elevation of the penny dreadful; he prefers 
“was hanged” to “was launched into eternity ;” he would 
have the poor taste to write “when the halter was put round 
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his neck,” rather than “when the fatal noose was adjusted 
about the neck of the unfortunate victim of his own unbridled 
passions ;” he will not even calla “great fire” a “ disastrous 
conflagration,” or speak of “‘a frightened horse” as an “ in- 
furiated animal.” Instead of rising at a public dinner with 
“‘T shall, with your permission, beg leave to offer some brief 
observations,” Mr. LoweLL might have the poor taste to 
begin, “I shall say a few words.” 

But he never talks the current nonsense about good Saxon 
English, and he boldly maintains that our language “has 
gained immensely by the infusion (of Latinisms), in richness 
of synonym, and in power of expressing nice shades of 
thought and feeling.” 

Perhaps there may be a question between the English 
“again rising” and the Latin “resurrection ;” but “ con- 
science” is superior to “in-wit,” “remorse ” to “again-bite ;” 
and what home-bred Englishman could ape the high-Roman 
fashion of such togated words as “the multitudinous sea 
incarnadine ” ? 

Again, “mariner” is felt to be poetically better than 
“sailor” for emotional purposes, and most people would 
prefer to say, “It was an ancient mariner” rather than “ It 
was an elderly seaman.” 


Such shrewd perceptions abound in these Essays: and 
now, before proceeding, I might, with that kind of careless 
facility so much in vogue with the critics, point out a few 
slips or a little slovenliness here and there, as when Mr. 
LowELL opines that “ Chastelard ” was ever popular in Eng- 
land, or that Mr. SwinBuRNE really owes very much to 
Rosert Browninc, and quite forgets to mention D. G. 
RossettT1, who was his real master. 

I might remark upon his curious notion that CLoucH 
was, after all, the great poet of the age, and wonder why, in 
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dealing with Popr’s artificiality, he should have failed to 
allude to that one most perfect and extreme case, “The 
Dying Christian to his Soul ;” or, whilst condemning his 
want of real pathos, should have forgotten such real bursts 
of passion as occur in “ Eloisa to Abelard.” 

As to Mr. Lowe uw’s slovenly style, nothing can be more 
slipshod than the following on DRyDEN :—‘“‘He is always 
imitating—no, that is not the word,” etc. ; or, “The always 
hasty DrypDEN, as I think I have said before,” etc. Every 
critical notice is expected to contain a few specimens of such 
flippant signs of the critic’s superior acumen, and I hope I 
shall get credit for them; but the real object of such a dis- 
course as this is, after all, ‘to give the quality of a man’s 
mind, and the amount of his literary performance.” To 
such business I will try to confine myself. 


In Mr. Lowetw’s mind, the Conservative and Radical 
elements are mixed in truly statesmanlike proportions. 

Capable of that concentrated passion which did much 
towards sweeping slavery from his own land, and with a 
certain bitterness and scepticism towards established forms 
of religion, no one can fail to be reassured and won by the 
essential sobriety of his qualifying utterances. 


Do you think him a Radical? then note how he dwells on 
that— 


“power of the Past over the minds and conduct of men, which alone 


insures the continuity of national growth, and is the great safeguard of 
power and progress ; ” 


Or again, 


“The older Government is the better, and suits ; 
New ones hunt folks’ corns out like new boots.” 


His impatience with the sects is with their forms only and 
their attempts to imprison the Eagle of Faith in the iron 
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cage of Dogma. He quotes with approval Serpzn, who 
says— 


“Tt is a vain thing to talk of an heretic—a man, for his heart, cannot 
think any otherwise than Ke does think ;” 


and we can hardly be grateful enough to him for reminding 
the children of this generation that— 


“*So soon as an ear!y conviction has cooled into a phrase, its work is 
over, and the best that can be done with it is to bury it.” 


But there is one clear note running through the whole of 
his utterances which makes them fresh as with the sea air. 
It is the note of moral supremacy : 


‘*That Moral Supremacy is the only one that leaves monuments and 
not ruins behind it”—that ‘‘ great motors of the race are moral, not 
intellectual, and their force lies ready to the use of the poorest and the 
weakest of us all; ” that ‘‘no man without intense faith in something 
can ever be in earnest ;” that in ac¢ a right ambition is to be ‘a man 
amongst men, not a humbug amongst humbugs,”’ and in word ‘‘to give 
the true coin of speech, never the highly ornamental promise to pay— 
token of insolvency.” 


It is not safe to divide Mr. Lowett’s Essays into the 
heavy and the light, for there come to him flashes of delicate 
humour in his gravest moods, and he will anon stop and 
moralize, like THACKERAY, in front of a clown. 

Safer is it to separate the volumes roughly into contem- 
porary and non-contemporary. 

“ Among -my Books,” 2 vols., are entirely non-contem- 
porary, and full of grave and weighty matter concerning 
“New England Two Centuries Ago,” DRYDEN, SHAKE- 
SPEARE, Lrssinc, Rousseau, DANTE, SPENSER, WORDS- 
worRtH, MILTon, and Keats. 

“My Study Windows,” with the exception of ‘ Pope,” 
“ Chaucer,” and “Notes on the Library of Old Authors,” 
deal entirely with contemporary matters. Such are “My 
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Garden Acquaintance,” “A Good Word for Winter,” “On 
a certain Condescension in Foreigners,” ‘A Great Public 
Character,” whose interest for us begins and ends with this 
sketch of him—a remark which applies equally, if not more, 
to “ The Life and Letters of James GATES PERCIVAL.” 

Finally, I may cite an extremely interesting and entertain- 
ing section of critical and biographical studies on CARLYLE, 
ABRAHAM LINCOLN, THOREAU. 

To this last I will add a notice of Epcsr Por’s life 
and works, written at his own request in 1845, and attached 
to an edition of Por’s works in 4 vols. 


No true American can touch upon the early settlement 
of the Pilgrim Fathers upon the barren coast of Massa- 
chusetts, and the momentous national life which grew out 
of it, without an irrepressible glow of feeling. 

It is like the sentiments of the Swiss about WiLLIAM 
TELL. Mr. LowE.v’s “New England Two Centuries Ago” 
is a prose idyll of suppressed poetical fervour. 

He calls the history “ dry and unpicturesque.” “ There 
is no rustle of silks, no waving of plumes, no chink of 
golden spurs,” but we soon feel that “the home-spun fates 
of Cephas and Prudence” have the living interest of life 
in the catacombs about them, and are ‘intrinsically poetic 
and noble.” ‘The noise of the axe, hammer, and saw” 
rings through it all, and is the physical image of that mighty 
impulse which drove the Puritan to make “ the law of man 
a living counterpart of the law of God.” 

This coming out into the wilderness for the sake of an 
idea is full of a moral chivalry irresistibly attractive to an 
age bird-limed with the “ expedient,” and suffocated with 
the “ practical.” 

It is the indescribable magnet which draws the imagina- 
tion of sceptical France after a Vicror Huco, or the dolce 
far niente of Italy after a GARIBALDI. 
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Sublime singleness of purpose—divine simplicity of heart 
—the little child is again set in the midst of us by the dear 
Lord, and presently he overcomes the mailed Goliath with 
a sling and a stone ! , 

“Dry and unpoetic,” repeats LowELt, with his great 
heart all on fire; ‘everything is near, authentic, petty,” 
“no mist of distance to soften outlines, no image of tra- 
dition,” only this—that Jehovah, who had become “I was,” 
became again “I am” to the Puritans. Yet, were they not 
fanatics >—enthusiasts they were ; but work and “business ” 
saved the balance of character: their very narrowness and 
despotism were sensible and judicious. 


‘© They knew that liberty in the hands of feeble-minded men, when 
no thorough mental training has developed the understanding and given 
the judgment its needful means of comparison and correction,” meant 
nothing more than ‘‘ the supremacy of their particular form of imbecility, 
a Bedlam chaos of monomaniacs and bores.” 


The New Englander was without humour, but that 
quality has since been largely developed in his descendants, 
who fail not to see that Puritanism had an intensely humor- 
ous side. 


Mr. LowELt, in the midst of his close sobriety of treat- 
ment, has a winning perception of those lighter shades of 
the comic which crop up in such a “ Miles Gloriosus ” as 
Captain Underhill, who took up certain heretical opinions 
“with all the ardour of personal interest” “on the effi- 
ciency of grace without reference to works.” His chief 
accuser, although he denied the charge of heresy on that 
score, was ‘a sober woman whom he had seduced in the 
ship and drawn to his opinion, but who was afterwards 
better informed.” He told her that he had continued “ in 
a legal way and under a spirit of bondage,” and could get 
no “assurance,” for about five years, till at length, “as he 
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was taking a pipe of the good creature tobacco, the Spirit 
fell upon his heart, an absolute promise of free grace, which 
“he had never doubted, whatsoever sin he should fall into.” 
“A good preparative,” adds the chronicler, “for such 
motions as he familiarly used to make to some of that sex. 
The next day he was called again and banished,” etc. His 
subsequent grave complaints—-claims for promotion in the 
colony, and profound consciousness of personal merit—are 
very diverting, especially at the end, where he throws in a 
neat touch of piety: “and if the honoured court shall 
vouchsafe to make some addition, that which hath not been 
deserved by the same power of God may be in due season.” 

Here and there a fugitive trace of that simple old life of 
the early colonists still survives, and with it we must take 
farewell of them. The picture is caught and crayoned with 
the quick and tender touch of a poet’s pencil : 


‘* Passing through Massachusetts, perhaps at a distance from any 
house, it may be in the midst of a piece of wood and where four roads 
meet, one may sometimes even yet see a small, square, one-story 
building, whose use would not long be doubtful. It is summer, and 
the flickering shadows of forest leaves dapple the roof of the little 
porch, whose door stands wide, and shows, hanging on either hand, 
rows of straw hats and bonnets that look as if they had done good 
service. As you pass the open window, you hear whole platoons of 
high-pitched voices discharging words of two or three syllables, with 
wonderful precision and unanimity. . . . Now, this little building and 
others like it were an original kind of fortification, invented by the 
founders of New England. . . . They are the Martello towers that 
protect our coast. . . . The great discovery of the Puritan fathers was 
that knowledge was not an alms or pittance . . . but a sacred debt 
which the commonwealth owed to every one of her children.” 


Passing from the New England of America to the old 
England of SHAKESPEARE, we have to note SHAKESPEARE’S 
good fortune in living at a time when Old England was 
passing into the new England of modern Europe ; and the 
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reflection, although not new, is well put by Mr. Lowey 
when he notes that, had SHAKESPEARE been born fifty 
years earlier, he would have been damped by a book lan- 
guage not flexible, not popular, not rich, not subdued by 
practice to definite accentuation; or fifty years later he 
would have missed the Normanly refined -and Saxonly 
sagacious England of Elizabeth, and found an England 
absorbed and angry with the solution of political and eli- 
gious problems. 

Mr. Lowe Lt, like every other thoughtful writer, must have 
his say on the distinction between genius and originality— 
and he says it pithily and well: 

“Talent sticks fast to the earth. Genius claims kindred with the 
very workings of nature, so that a sunset shall seem like a quotation 
from Dante or Milton; and if Shakespeare be read in the very presence 
of the sea itself, his verse shall but seem nobler for the sublime criticism 
of ocean.” 


And how prettily said is this— 


‘““ What is the reason that all children are geniuses (though they 
contrive so soon to outgrow that dangerous quality), except that they 
never cross-examine themselves on the subject. The moment that 
process begins, their speech loses its gift of unexpectedness, and they 
become as tediously impertinent as the rest of us,” 


And again— 

“Genius is a simple thing of itself, however much of a marvel it 
may be to other men.” 

Of the endless twaddle about Originality our author 
makes as short work as does Mr. Emerson, and very much 
in that prophet’s own spirit : 

‘‘ Originality is the power of digesting and assimilating BN sc 
that they become parts of our own life.” 

Or elsewhere : 


“ Originality consists quite as much in the power of using to purpose 
what it finds ready to hand as in that of producing what is absolutely 
new,” 
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Compare this with Emerson, who points out that SHAKE- 
SPEARE was little solicitous whence his thoughts were 
derived, and adds—- 


‘*Chaucer was a huge borrower,” but both “steal by apology—that 
which they take has no worth where they find it, and the greatest where 
they leave it. ... It has come to be practically a sort of rule in 
literature that a man having once shown himself capable of original 
writing is entitled thenceforth to steal from the writings of others at 
discretion. Thought is the property of him who can entertain it, and 
of him who can adequately place it. A certain awkwardness marks 
the use of borrowed thoughts, but as soon as we have learned what to 
do with them they become our own.” . 


“SHAKESPEARE once more!” Mr. Lowett calls his 
essay. Does he say anything new? ‘The reader who has 
read all that has been written about SHAKESPEARE is the 
best judge of that. I have no such pretensions; but the 
summing-up on various counts is very good and clear, 
especially the remarks on HEMINGE and CoNDELL— 


*“The two obscure actors to whom we owe the preservation of several 
of his plays and the famous Folio edition of 1623.” 


Mr. Lowe t is of opinion that indifferent is the best 
extant version as to accuracy ; that the rugged, incomplete, 
obscure, and irregular passages are all imperfect, and that 
SHAKESPEARE never wrote bad metre, rugged rhyme nor 
loose and obscure English. 

This may be true; at all events, no one can say that it is 
not so. 

To me it appears like saying that HANDEL never wrote 
indifferent music, or that RAFFAELLE is never out of 
drawing. 

It always seems to me to be putting an ideal strain upon 
human nature—this steady elimination of the “ pot-boiling ” 
element. It may not always have been so prominent as in 
the case of HANDEL, or poor MoRLAND, or FIELDING, or 
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the divine Mozart; but one who, like SHAKESPEARE, must 
have produced with great speed at high pressure, and who 
certainly was not above writing down to his public, may 
have occasionally had such a moderate opinion of his 
audience, and such an indisposition to do the plus guam 
satis, as to leave a passage rough on occasion without much 
injury to himself or to posterity. 


But here am I emptying my little basket on the mighty 
rubbish-heap of Shakespearian speculation! Let me rather 
note Mr. Lowe Lv’s fine appreciation of the way in which at 
first every one feels himself on a level with this great im- 
personal personality—how ALPHONSO OF CASTILE fancies 
he could advise him—how another could tell him there 
was never a seaport in Bohemia. 


“«Scarce one (for a century or more after his death) but could speak 
with condescending approval of that prodigious intelligence, so utterly 
without compare that our baffled language must coin an adjective— 
Shakespearian—to qualify it.” 


And then, as time goes on, every one seems to get afraid 
of him in turn. 

VoLTaiRE plays the gentleman usher—but when he 
perceives that his countrymen are really seized, turns round 
upon the placid Immortal and rails at him with his cowardly 
“ Sauvage ivre, sans la moindre étincelle de bon gofit!” 

Even GOETHE, who triés to write like him in “Gotz” and 
fails, comes to the conclusion that SHAKESPEARE is no 
dramatist ; and CHATEAUBRIAND thinks that he has cor- 
rupted art. 


<¢ He invented nothing,” says Lowell, ‘‘but seems rather to rediscover 
the world about him.” 


Mr. LoweEtv’s view of “ Hamlet” will be specially in- 
teresting to Mr. Irvine and his admirers—the more so 
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because Mr. Invinc seems to have come to the same 
conclusion. 


“Ts Hamlet mad?” ‘* High medical authority has pronounced, as 
usual, on both sides of the question ” but. no—Hamlet is not mad 
intellectually, he is a psychologist and metaphysician, a close observer 
both’ of others and of himself, ‘‘letting fall his little drops of acid 
irony on all who come near him, to make them show what they are 
made of.” 


Hamlet deprived of reason is a subject for Bedlam—not 
for the stage. i 

If Hamlet is irresponsible, the play is chaos ; besides, the 
feigned madness of Hamlet is one of the few points in 
which it has kept close to the old story. 

Morally, Hamlet drifts through the whole tragedy, never 
keeping on one tack; feigned madness gives to the inde- 
cision of his character the relief of seeming to do something, 
in order as long as possible to escape the dreaded necessity 
of doing anything at all. . 

He discourses of suicide, but he does not kill himself— 
he talks of daggers, uses none—goes to England to get 
farther from present duty—he is irresolute from over-power 
of thought. 

He is an ingrained sceptic—doubts the soul, even after 
the ghost scene—doubts Horatio, doubts Ophelia—his cha- 
racter is somewhat feminine :—but here I break off, in 
despair of being able to give even a rough idea of Mr. 
LowELv’s Hamlet—it is by far the finest piece of literary 
criticism in. the book, and must be studied book in hand 
at the Lyceum. 

I here sum up with SHAKESPEARE’s moral— 


‘* Lear may teach us to draw the line more clearly between a wise 
generosity and loose-handed weakness of giving ; Macbeth, how one 
sin involved another and for ever another by a fatal parthenogenesis, 
and that the key which unlocks forbidden doors to our will or passion 
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leaves a stain on the hand that may not be so dark as blood, but that 
will not out ; Hamlet, that all the noblest gifts of mind slip through 
the grasp of infirm purpose.” 


I turn the closing pages of this essay, unquoted, with 
reluctance, and pass to two essays which should be hung 
hike pendant pictures “in every gentleman’s library,”— . 
LEssING and Rousseau. 


To begin an elaborate essay on LESSING with a disqui- 
sition on Burns is characteristic of an author who prefaces 
a brief notice of Por with instances of some dozen poets 
who gave small early promise, as a contrast to Por, who 
gave great early promise of ability. 

After about seven pages, we at last reach LEssING; the 
seven preceding pages show the extent and carefulness of 
Mr. LowELv’s studies at Dresden ; of the definite opinions 
he formed of GOETHE, ‘‘limpidly perfect in his shorter 
poems—failing in coherence in his longer works ;” of the 
Grand Duke, with his whole court in a sensational livery of 
blue, yellow, and leather breeches, but still capable of 
manly friendships with GorrHe and HERDER, whose only 
decoration was genius; of HEINE, who could be daintily 
light even in German; of German love-making, which he 
explains to be “a judicious mixture of sensibility and 
sausages.” 

However, Lessinc is at last seized in the midst of a 
“setting” a little laboured, with great firmness, and Mr. 
LoweLL shows his essential gift, commenting with due 
appreciation on Herr Sraur’s life of Lxssinc, while 
leaving on the literary easel a portrait of LrssinG very 
unlike HERR STAHR’S. : 

It is in all those points where Lrssinc differs most from 
Rousseau, that Lessinc charms Mr. LOWELL, 

His character was more interesting than his works—he 
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was lover of truth first and of literature afterwards ; his 
struggles with poverty brought out his native manliness, his 
genuineness saved him from that fritter, haste, and vapidity 
which are the snare of book-makers. 

When he wants to earn a penny, he says, “I am un- 
happy, if it must be by writing.” “To call down fire from 
heaven to keep the pot boiling” is no doubt the prophet’s 
bitterest pill—but we are comforted when we think of the 
many noble works in art and literature which the world 
would never have had ‘‘but for the whips and scourges ” of 
necessity. 

In truth, few writers have not discovered that, although 
inspiration will not always come when called for, it will not 
often come if it be never called. 

Emerson’s “ laying siege to the oracle” is not a bad plan. 

“Nothing comes of being long in a place one likes,” 
strikes the key-note of that ‘restless mounting-upward ” 
endeavour that makes LEssING so congenial a subject to our 
author. 

To LessInc, and not to WIELAND, is traced that revolt 
from pseudo-classicism in poetry, prelude to the romanticism 
which ran wild in France in the next century. 

In 1767 LrEssiNG was working at the ‘‘ Laocoén,” and in 
1758 ‘“‘ Emelia Galotti” was begun; and in 1779 “Nathan 
the Wise,” by which he was chiefly known outside Germany, 
was published. 

In 1781 Lessinc died. He may almost be said to have 
invented German style, and to have converted criticism from 
the science of party spirit to the service of simplicity and 
truth. 


The greatest critic of his age, he also was the first to see 
that— 


“criticism,” as Mr. LOWELL says, ‘‘ can at best teach writers without 


genius what is to be avoided or imitated.. It cannot communicate life, 
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and its effect, when reduced to rule, has commonly been to produce that 
correctness which is so praiseworthy—and so intolerable.” 


That “so intolerable” is quite in M. Renan’s best 
e 
manner. 

Mr. Lowetv’s candour and breadth are happily displayed 
in his remarks upon the sentimentalist Rousseau. 

He dislikes him. 

His half-conscious hypocrisy, his false sentiment, his self- 
indulgence and want of true moral fibre, are exactly what 
are most sickening to his reviewer. 

Yet will he not suffer him to be pommelled by BurRKE— 
nay, Irish Epmunp is called “a snob ;” but then RoussEau, 
with all his faults, was a good red-republican, and Mr. BuRKE 
was a person of royalist proclivities. 

Neither is old Dr. JoHNson allowed to jump upon the 
blithe author of “ Emile;” he is promptly reminded of his 
own friend, “that wretchedest of lewd fellows, RicHarp 
SAVAGE,”—which is a little hard upon JOHNSON, as RICHARD 
SAVAGE by no means so adequately represented the moscitur 
@ sociis of JOHNSON’s mature life, as did “Emile” or the 
“Confessions ” the settled views and tastes of JEAN-J ACQUES. 

RoussEau is used, perhaps, a little stringently, to 
“cheapen” Byron and Moore. 

In comparison with such pet aversions of his, Mr. Lowe. 
evidently considers JEAN-JACQUES a man of parts and prin- 
ciples. 

On the whole, the essay seems very fair to JEAN-JACQUES, 
and certainly contains some of Mr. Lowe t’s finest and 
most sensitive paragraphs. 


“There is nothing so true, so sincere, so downright and forthright as 
genius ; it is always truer than the man himself is—greater than he.” 


And how well is the trenchant line drawn between poetical 
and moral sentiment. 
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‘¢ Every man feels instinctively that all the beautiful sentiments in the 
world weigh less than a single lovely action, and that, while tenderness 
of feeling and susceptibility to generous emotions are accidents of tem- 
perament, goodness is an achievement of the will and a quality of life.” 


And, further— 


‘« There is no self-delusion more fatal than that which makes the con- 
science dreamy with the anodyne of lofty sentiments, while the life is 
groyelling and sensual.”” 


Yet, although RoussEau indulged this self-delusion, 


“TJ cannot help looking on him,” writes his American critic, ‘‘as one 
capable beyond any in his generation of being Divinely possessed. . . - 
The inmost core of his being was religious. . . . Less gifted, he had 
been less hardly judged. . . . He had the fortitude to follow his logic 
wherever it led him. ... . More than any other of the sentimentalists, 
except, possibly, STERNE, he had in hima staple of sincerity. Compared 
with CHATEAUBRIAND, he is honesty ; compared with LAMARTINE, 
he is manliness itself.” 


This last is just a little caustic on a man of whom Mr. 
LowELL wrote in 1848, 


** This side the Blessed Isles, no tree 
Grows green enough to make a wreath for thee ;” 


And— 


** Only the Future can reach up to lay 
The laurel on that lofty nature.” 


But times change ; so do men and their opinions. Has 


not Mr. Emerson, in one of his Olympic moods, declared 
that— 


“* Consistency is the bugbear of little minds” ? 


and has not Mr. Lowe. analogued the thought in— 


** The foolish and the dead alone never change their opinions ”’ ? 


In the bright little essay called, “On a Certain Conde- 
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scension in Foreigners,” Mr. Loweit expresses what are 
possibly the feelings of many Americans when he says— 


“Tt will take England a great while to get over her airs of patronage 
towards us, or even possibly to conceal them.” 


The whole essay is intended, evidently, to be “ overheard ” 
on this side of the Atlantic, and is full of humour, wisdom, 
and wholesome truth, both for Americans and English— 
especially English. It contains this remarkable political 
utterance, which could never have been written except by an 
American, and perhaps by no American but Mr. LowEtt: 


‘* Before the war we were to Europe but a huge mob of adventurers 
and shopkeepers.” 


I regret that I cannot dwell at greater length upon the 
lighter tones of sweet feeling that come streaming in from 
his “Garden Acquaintance ”—like the song of birds in spring, 
the bobolink and the oriole, the cat-bird and the song-sparrow 
besides the many birds with which we are familiar in England 
—all are his friends, and he is their protector. 

How sweetly, like SELBORNE or gentle and genial Owen, 
does he write— 


‘Tf they will not come near enough to me (as most of them will), I 
bring them down with an opera-glass—a much better weapon than a 
gun. I would not, if I could, convert them from their pretty pagan 
ways. The only one I sometimes have savage doubts about is the red 
squirrel. I ¢hzwk he odlogises. I 2nuow he eats cherries . . . and that 
he gnaws off the small end of pears to get at the seeds. He steals.the 
corn from under the noses of my poultry. But what would you have? 
He will come down upon the limb of the tree I am lying under till he is 
within a yard of me. . . . CanI sign his death-warrant who has tolerated 
me about his grounds so long? NotI. Let them steal, and welcome. 
I am sure I should, had I had the same bringing up and the same temp- 
tation. As for the birds, I do not believe there is one of them but does 
more good than harm; and of how many featherless bipeds can this be 
| said?” 

H 
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‘‘ Elia” himself never beat this in delicacy. 

“‘ Winter” is conceived in a similar spirit. 

“DrRyDEN” and “DANTE” are careful and elaborate 
studies of the age as well as of the men; but it is easy to see 
that Mr. LowE.v’s heart is as much in DANTE as it is out of 
DRYDEN. 

“ KEATS” is an affectionate tribute. 

Mr. Lowe tt finds very little new to say about WorDs- 
WORTH or SPENSER, but his “ CHaucER” is very careful and 
sympathetic. : 

The essay on Witchcraft is, strange to say, the least inte- 
resting to me—perhaps because it is evidently the least 
congenial to the writer. 

The essay on Pope is as much under-friendly as THAcK- 
ERAY’S ‘‘ PoPE” is over-friendly. 


I regret to have no space for comment on the suggestive 
notice of “ President LincoLn,” full of personal insight and 
true American patriotism. But what we must call the attack 
on CARLYLE and the panegyric on EMERSON shall wind up 
this part of my subject. 


CARLYLE and EMERSON are most dissimilar : alike in this 
only, that each has performed the same office for different 
types of mind in the same century ; both have taught men 
to think for themselves—CarLyLe by his analysis of the 
external, EMERSON by his analysis of the internal world. 

The one deals with matter in its effect on mind, the other 
with mind in its effect on matter. 

He who is taught by Emerson is seldom found at the 
feet of CARLYLE ; and it is strange but true that the readers 
of CARLYLE have often an antipathy for EMERson’s style, 
and most Emersonians detest CARLYLE. 
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The key of Mr. LowE v’s view of CaRLYLE is to be found, 
of course, in CARLYLE’s devotion, and Mr. LoweE.v’s aver- 
sion, to the majesty of physical force. 

CARLYLE is the Despot, Mr. Lowett the Republican, and 
from his hostile camp he examines the peculiarities of the 
“Sturm and Drang” school, and separates between the early 
and the late CARLYLE with a firmness of touch and a plain- 
ness of speech which we in England are still afraid to use 
towards the late venerable sage of Chelsea. 

‘*Tn the earlier part of his literary career Mr. Carlyle was the denouncer 
of sham, the preacher-up of sincerity, manliness, and of a living faith. 
He had intense convictions, and he made disciples. If not a profound 
thinker, he felt profoundly.” 

He is represented as a man who hoped great things of 
humanity ; then, later on, grew impatient when disappointed, 
and ended by hoping nothing of human nature except what 
could be got out of it by incessant driving and thrashing. 

‘His latest theory of divine government seems to be the cudgel.” 
He is the ‘‘ volunteer laureate of the rod.” The world for him ‘‘is 
created and directed by a divine Dr. Busby.” 

It would be difficult for Mr. CARLYLE’s admirers to rebut 
this charge, but some of them might point to the obvious 
fact that the divine government, as we see it to be, Aas this 
severe, compulsory, and inexorable side to it. It zs the 
Government of the Rod, though not of the rod only. Men 
are compelled and punished into the paths of rectitude and 
virtue by what we call the laws of nature. 

Our Gop is a Divine Despot, and the human despot, when 
good and wise, is a reflection of at least one side of a divine 
character. 

What Mr. Carlyle scorns and leaves out is the possibility 
of that free slow development of the individual which is to 
make him a moral agent in the great scheme—the willing 
and joyful servitor of the Divine Despot. 
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Because man will not do right, he must be compelled ; 
that is pure Carlylese. 

But because to do right is in accordance with his own 
happiness as well as being the will of the Heavenly Despot, 
therefore his tender training as a free agent to do right freely, 
and not the “dumb-driven-cattle theory,” should be the 
special and patient care of his earthly ruler—and this, in 
Mr. Lowe v’s opinion, of course, is a thing better done by 
a republican than by a monarchical or imperial form of 
government. = 

Mr. Lowe, though he weeps over the prophet of 
Chelsea, is generously alive to his literary greatness. 


““ With all deductions, CARLYLE remains the profoundest critic and 
the most dramatic imagination of modern times.” 


And again : 


“« As a purifier of the sources whence our intellectual inspiration is 


drawn, his influence has been second only to that of WorpSwoRTH— 
if even to his.” 


There is something much more living and personal about 
Mr. LoweELt’s account of EMERSON: that great magician, 
who seemed to dispense so naturally with the definite props 
of rule and doctrine so essential to most men, because he 
felt himself so inseparably wedded to the eternal harmonies 
as never to feel any of them external to himself—that sweet 
and lofty prophet, who, with piercing yet indulgent eye— 


“Above all pain, yet pitying all distress,” 


tells us what we know, and gives us the possession of our- 
selves—that equable temperament, that cloudless serenity 
whose calm is infectious, and whose deep peace puts every- 
thing into proportion. 

Though personally Mr. Lowe. prefers a tempie (unlike 
those vast Mexican mysteries of architecture) with a door 
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left for the god to come in—yet he knows that the root of 
the matter is in EMERSON, who is never out of the presence 
of the ‘‘OverRsouL,” and whose one temple is the round 
world and the overarehing heaven. 


To be conformable to eternal law is to be religious—to be 
natural on the plane of a high and pure nature—to be 
radiant with the original righteousness which draws the love 
and reverence of humankind and makes life adorable, 
instead of for ever struggling with the nightmare of original 
sin. 

This, if anything, is to be prophetic. 

This, in spite of what EMERSON calls “ the dear old devil,” 
is the witness to the world that “Gop has breathed into 
man’s nostrils the breath of life, and man has become a 
living soul.” 

“‘What an antiseptic is a pure life!” exclaims one who has watched 
and reverenced EMERSON from boyhood. ‘‘ At sixty-five, he had that 
privilege of soul which abolishes the calendar, and presents him to us 
always the unwonted contemporary of his own prime; . . . we who 


have known him so long, wonder at the tenacity with which he main- 
tains himself in the outposts of youth.” 


The brief essay from which I read these words is little 
more than a warm tribute to Mr. Emerson as a lecturer. 

We are told that as long as he lectured he was an 
unfailing “draw” in America; but we are told something 
else—that he was a consummate master of the lecture-art. 


Will our eminent men ever, as a rule, think it worth 
while to acquire this art?—Not so long as £10 is con- 
sidered an adequate fee for the best lecture, whilst £450 or 
4100 is willingly given for the best song, 

The old country is far behind the new in its estimation of 
high-class scientific and literary merit. 
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Platform lecturing is an art like any other; and England 
will never get good lecturers till she pays for them. 

Pray, what sort of fiddling can you get for nothing ? 
LOWELL’s essay on EMERSON is—what I hope these two 
lectures here rolled into one on Lowe Lt will prove to be— 
a way of referring readers to the fountain-head, more than 
an analysis of the waters that flow from it. 

Personally, like so many others, to EMERSON I owe my 
freedom and emancipation from those Stocks of prejudice 
and those Pillories of public opinion which still make many 
sit in the world of thought like frightened criminals unable 
or afraid to stir. 


When I was at college I exchanged four handsome 
volumes of MoNnTAIGNE for one volume of EMERSON’S 
Essays. Ihave never regretted my bargain; amd when I 
open my well-worn copy, I still find the Pantheon and the 
Forest Primeval alike instinct with the great OVERSOUL, and 
vocal with the music of Gop. 


But Mr. Lowe. is a poet. 

To many readers he is nothing but a poet, to most 
nothing but the poet of the ‘‘ Biglow Papers.” 

Yet is he as voluminous and many-sided in poetry as in 
prose ; “he sings to one clear harp in divers tones.” 

You will have already perceived how impossible it is to 
treat Mr. LowELL as a mere, or even as chiefly a humorist 
—almost as impossible as to leave him out of the list of the 
chief American humorists. 

Indeed, without something like a complete survey, how- ~ 
ever sketchy, his humour seems hardly to be “ placed.” It 
is so imbedded in his life work. 


I do not wish to resemble the undergraduate who, in 
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order to explain the ‘common pump,” began with the 
“binomial theorem”; but having gone so far into Mr. 
LoweE.v’s prose works, in order to surprise the flashes of 
his wit and humour,,I feel I must now glance at his earlier 
poems and mark their serious drift, before introducing you 
to that torrent of merciless wit poured forth in the “ Biglow 
Papers,” which, in its intense earnestness and scathing satire, 
is perhaps the most serious thing in Mr. Lowe v’s life, as 
it certainly was the most serious service which probably any 
one writer ever rendered to his country at a great political 
crisis. 


It may be worth while first to sweep away a few critical 
cobwebs of a general nature. 

Silly people are never tired of asking silly questions, 
which, however, it is not always silly to answer, such as— 

Does Mr. LowELt write like other people? 

Yes, and unlike other people too. 

Does he copy, imitate, plagiarize P 

By all means, and a good deal more besides. 

Well, and what does it matter if his early poems flash at 
times with a certain sympathetic lustre? BEETHOVEN wrote 
like Mozart, and Mozart like Haypn, and Keats, we 
are told on the best authority, wrote like the authors he 
happened to be reading. 

When LoweLL writes— 


‘* Wise with the history of its own frail heart, 
With reverence and sorrow, and with love,” 


we seem to hear WorDsworTu ; and the lady Rosaline of 
whom he declares— 


** Thou look’dst on me all yesternight : 
Thine eyes were blue, thy hair was bright,” etc., 
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did not live a hundred miles from “ Oriana,” ‘“‘ Mariana,” 
et 1d omne genus. 

Is not BryANt’s delicate love of the woods in “The 
Oak” and the “ Birch Tree?” does not Scorr sing in “Sir 
Launfal” ? and mark, dear Snail, before you enter your 
flowerpot, the most curious rings of Moore and: PoE mixed 
up together in— 

**O my life, have we not had seasons 
That only said, live and rejoice ! 


That asked not for causes and reasons, 
But made us all feeling and voice ; 


‘When we went with the winds in their blowing, 
When nature and we were peers, 
And we seemed to share in the flowing 
Of the inexhaustible years ? 


‘* Have we not from the earth drawn juices 
Too fine for earth’s sordid uses ? 
Have I heard—have I seen 
All I feel and I know? 
Doth my heart overween? 
Or could it have been 
Long ago?” 


And Echo seems to answer— 


*Ulalume ! Ulalume!” 


The unhappy lot of Mr. Knort, with its— 


**Meanwhile the cats set up a squall, 
And safe upon the garden wall 
All night kept cat-a-walling,” 
is quite 2 Za Hoop, is it not? and ‘‘ An Ember Picture” is 
quite @ da LONGFELLOw. 
Every poet abounds in similar phenomena; if, for in- 
stance, GEORGE HERBERT writes— 


** Immortal Love, author of this great frame, 
Sprung from that beauty which can never fade, 
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How hath man parcelled out thy glorious name 
And thrown it on the dust which thou hast made?” 


And Tennyson writes— 


‘* Strong Son of God, Zmmortal love 


Thou madest death, and lo! thy foot 
Is on the skull which thou hast made,” 


put in thy horns, O Snail, but otherwise no one is much 
moved by the striking coincidence, and Mr. LowELu is the 
last person, as we shall notice by-and-by, to scorn or deny 
the tributaries which have washed down their many golden 
sands into his bright lake. 


It is also tolerably idle to inquire whether Mr. LowELt is 
more of a poet than a teacher, or more of a teacher than a 
poet. ‘ Here’s LowELL,” he writes anonymously of him- 


self— 


“« |. . who’s striving Parnassus to climb 

With a whole bale of zsms tied together with rhyme ; 

The top of the hill he will ne’er come nigh reaching 

Till he learns the distinction ’twixt singing and preaching.” 


He never learnt it—he never seriously meant to learn it. 
Song, satire, and parable—more and more as he lives 
and ponders and pours forth—are all so many pulpit illus- 


trations or platform pleas. 


But the world calls him poet, and thereby confers upon 
him a higher kind of excellency than any ambassadorial 
rank. And the world is right. The ey-nmote is struck 
early in the poems ranging from 1839-49. 


‘The leading characteristics of an author who is in any sense 


original . . . may commonly be traced more or less clearly in his 


early works.” 
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And what he further says of Carlyle is also true of him- 
self, for in his earliest writings— 


“¢ We find some not obscure hints of the future man.” 


The deep veligious instinct emancipated from all forms, 
but vibrating with the fitful uncertainty of an A®olian harp 
to “the wind which bloweth where it listeth,” this is the 
first thing in LOwELL’s mind, as it is the second in Lonc- 
FELLOW’S, and the third in BRYANT’: 

‘* There is no broken reed so poor and base, 

No rush the bending tilt of swamp-fly blue 

But He therewith the ravening wolf can chase 

And guide His flock to springs and pastures new $ 

Through ways unlooked for and through many lands, 

Far from the rich folds built with human hands, 

The gracious footprints of His love I trace.” 
In harmony with which wider prospects the Bible-thumber 
is aptly rebuked : 

Slowly the Bible of the race is writ, 
And not on paper leaves nor leaves of stone : 


Each age, each kindred, adds a verse to it, 
Texts of despair or hope, of joy or moan.” 


And next to this deep Jove of God, of which more hereafter, 
is our poet’s Jove of man. It is the love of the man in all 
men, of the womanly in every woman—the true enthusiasm 
of humanity—which— 
** Sees beneath the foulest faces lurking 
One God-built shrine of reverence and love.” 

Further in harmony with which essential humanity, his pity 
for the frail and erring is characteristically edged with the 
fiercest scorn : 

“* Thou wilt not let her wash thy dainty feet 


With such salt things as tears, or with rude hair 
Dry them, soft Pharisee, that sitt’st at meat 
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With Him who made her such, and speak’st Him fair, 
Leaving God’s wandering lamb the while to bleat 
Unheeded, shivering in the pitiless air.” 


With the clear-heatled young poet, a man already counts 
only for one, and every one to be weighed in the same 
balance. 

Burns’s “A man’s a man for a’ that” often rings 
in our ears—it flashes out in “ Where is the true man’s 
Fatherland ?” and broadens at length into that long mag- 
nificent and victorious cry for freedom which rings like a 
clarion high above all other voices throughout the remainder 
of LowELv’s works. 


This note once firmly struck, all further trifling is at an 
anend. He may have sung with a Tennysonian ring: 


« . » On Life’s lonely sea, 
Heareth the marinere 
Voices sad, from far and near, 
Ever singing full of fear, 
Ever singing drearfully.” 


But this spirit once touched by— 


‘“< That sunrise whose Memnon is the soul of man,” 


he is on his way attended by a nobler vision of melody than 
that of any siren from Fairyland : 
“‘Thou alone seemest good, 

Fair only Thou, O Freedom, whose desire 

Can light in mildest souls quick seeds of fire, 

And strain life’s chords to the old heroic mood.” 
It was a passion rising legitimately out of the love of man— 
that enthusiasm, that grace so Pauline, so rare. And 
although the harp is new and the minstrel young, we may 
well revive such noble preludings as— 


** Men! whose boast it is that ye 
Come of fathers brave and free, 
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If there breathe on earth a slave, 
Are ye truly free and brave? 

If ye do not feel the chain 
When it works a brother’s pain, 
Are ye not base slaves indeed, 
Slaves unworthy to be freed ? 


** Women ! who shall one day bear 
Sons to breathe New England air, 
If ye hear, without a blush, 
Deeds to make the roused blood rush 
Like red lava through your veins 
For your sisters now in chains— 
Answer ! are ye fit to be 
Mothers of the brave and free?” 


And how pertinent, yet how fanatical and visionary, must 
some lines have seemed to those who dared not side with 
truth— 


“*Ere her cause brought fame and profit, and ’twas prosperous to 
be just!” 


Listen to the advanced guard of Slavery Abolition : 


‘* They are slaves who fear to speak 
For the fallen and the weak ; 
They are slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing, and abuse 


Rather than in silence shrink 

From the truth they needs must think ; 
They are slaves who dare not be 

In the right with two or three.” 


Slaves they might be, but in those days to be in the right 
with two or three meant to be assaulted in public, as was 
Senator SUMNER by Senator BRooKEs in 1856, for speaking 
against slavery in the House. It meant to find oneself in 
the tight boots of those two judges who, in the famous 
“‘ Dred Scott Case,” 1857, stood firm against the five other 
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judges who were for the extradition of a slave captured in a 
free State. 

Yes ; and the sort of high thinking and plain speaking 
which did more than® anything else to remedy this state of: 
things, and to blow the liberation spark into a sacred flame, 
is to be found in such pathetic utterances as— 

“< The traitor to Humanity is the traitor most accursed 3; 


Man is more than Constitutions : better rot beneath the sod, 
Than be true to Church and State while we are doubly false to God!” 


And again : 


“ Fle’s true to God who’s true to man; wherever wrong is done 
To the humblest and the weakest, ’neath the all beholding sun, 
That wrong is also done to us; and they are slaves most base 
Whose love of right is for themselves, and not for all their race.” 
Never did a man trust himself more unreservedly to the 
guidance of “a blazing principle”—never did “principle” 
bring a man through more triumphantly ! 

As a thinker and a writer, better than as a legislator, 
LoweELt could afford to be uncompromising in his alle- 
giance to the rights of man, to humanity, to freedom—and 
he was. 

He helped to strengthen by those few early flights of 
song the hands of the actors, and to comfort the hearts of 
the people. 

He was one of the first to feel and to cry aloud that— 


‘Still is need of martyrs and apostles !” 


And those typical lines, not against slavery only, but 
against the Mexican war in the crisis of 1845, are amongst 
the noblest and broadest of all his verses : 

‘< For mankind are one in spirit, and an instinct bears along, 

Round the earth’s electric circle, the swift flash of right or wrong ; 

Whether conscious or unconscious, yet Humanity’s vast frame 


Through its ocean-sundered fibres feels the gush of joy or shame ;— 
In the gain or loss of one race all the rest have equal claim. 


° . . . 
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Hast thou chosen, O my people, on whose party thou shalt stand, 
Ere the Doom from its worn sandals shakes the dust against our land? 
Though the cause of Evil prosper, yet ’tis Truth alone is strong.” 


And further on: 


‘* Truth for ever on the scaffold, Wrong for ever on the throne: 
Yet that scaffold sways the future, and behind the dim unknown 
Standeth God within the shadow, keeping watch above His own.” 


But, alas! of exhortation and invective the world seemed 
weary. Men soon discovered that shams could do the one 
and fanatics the other. 

Mr. LoweELt retired into his armoury, looked at his 
revolver, his blunderbuss, his broad-sword hanging over the 
mantelpiece, thought how he had let his barrels off one 
after another, and how sturdily he had laid about him. 

Then he got somewhat tired, wondered why he had not 
done more execution, why the people did not read and buy 
more. 

Presently a long, thin stiletto caught his eye. 

It glittered in a neglected corner ; it had, indeed, never 
been known to fail in his hands, but had seldom been used. 

One merit it possessed—it never rusted, it was always 
ready. 

Its name was ‘ Wir.” 

Whilst BEECHER fulminated with his anti-slavery speeches, 
and Mrs. StowE romanced in “ Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” 
LowELL betook himself year after year to poke up the 
Constitution in the ribs with that incomparable series of 
“digs” so widely known as the “ Biglow Papers.” 

“‘T soon found,” writes he, “that I held in my hand a weapon, 
instead of the fencing-stick I had supposed. 

From the Mexican War of 1845 to the close of the Great 
Rebellion in 1865, people looked to the “ Biglow Papers” 
not only as a current expression of the best aspirations of 
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National America, but as a running commentary and judg- 
ment upon prominent events and persons. Nor is it 
possible to enter into the ‘“ Biglow Papers” without a 
rough, though definite, idea of the ingredients of American 
character and the course of American history. 


The kernel of the United States— 


““Ts that New England of Massachusetts and Connecticut which the 
English Puritans built when they only thought to build Zion.” 


Amidst all subsequent accretions and modifications, there 
is a Puritan vigour and enthusiasm at the root of the 
American character that came from those early settlements. 


It is possible to talk nonsense about the Pilgrim Fathers 
of the Mayflower, who went across the sea alone in a 
barque of 180 tons with forty-one souls on board, and who, 
when they landed, “knew not at night where to have a bit 
in the morning.” 

Still, their work and their influence are alike unprece- 
dented, save in the annals of the Hebrew race. 

Still, they are the men who discovered, as Mr. J. R. 
GREEN says, that “the secret of the conquest of the New 
World lay not in its gold, but simply in labour.” 

Still, they remain, as Mr. LoweLL remarks, the only 
people in modern times who went into exile solely for the 
privilege of worshipping God in their own way; and this 
latent idealism has passed into the nation. 


‘*To move John Bull, you must make a fulcrum of beef and pudding ; 
an abstract idea will do for Jonathan.” 


The religion of the Puritans is the religion of America 
whenever she has time to remember it : 


‘God made the earth for man, not trade.” 
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Their faith is likely to survive every other ; it is a singu- 
larly simple, vital sort of TRiniTy, and its three terms are— 
Gop, Man, and Work ! 


The modern American owns to three commanding dates— 
the Mayflower date, 1620, that formed the people’s religion. 

The Independence of the United States, 1787, that 
formed the people’s government. 

The Restoration of the United States at the close of 
the Great Rebellion, 1865, which fixed America’s position 
in the world as a great nation, as well able as, or better able 
than, England to control its vast outlying possessions, and 
to hold its own against all comers. 

In places Mr. Lowett speaks almost as if he had no 
country before the war—nor any so long as Victory trembled 
in the balance—so great, patriotic, and solidifying an in- 
fluence does he attribute to the decisive Northern conquest. 


The “ Biglow Papers” cannot be read apart from a close 
reference to events between 1845 and 1865. 

The Mexican War in 1845, which “I consider,” he writes, 
“‘a national crime,” set these witty and wise satires a-going. 

In 1848 all Europe was in a blaze of excitement about 
the French Revolution and the sudden success of Louis 
NAPOLEON. 

It was despotic power on the side of white bondage in 
Europe, just as much as LINCOLN’s armies were to be 
despotic against black bondage in America; the only 
difference being that NAPOLEON’s army put down Liberty, 
and LincoLn’s put down slavery. 

To a few sanguine Northerners it seemed, even in 1843, 
that the— 

“Time was ripe, and rotten ripe, for change : 


Then let it come ; I have no fear of what 
Is called for by the instinct. of mankind.” 
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I know nothing more capricious or inexorable than this 
same “instinct.” It lies dormant; it wakes and goes to 
sleep again ; it is often at the mercy of circumstances, half 
driven, half led—a most obstinate beast when wanted to 
move on, and yet at critical moments apt to take the bit 
between its teeth and rush, 

The smart goadings of the “ Biglow” diatribes show the 
progress of the Abolition instinct under patriotic guidance. 


Kossuru lands in 1851. 

“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” is published in 1852. 

The DucHEss oF SUTHERLAND adopts an Englishwomen’s 
address signed by 576,000 against slavery in the same year. 

In 1859 a good many people think JoHN Brown a hero 
for opposing the introduction of slavery into Kansas, and in 
1860 the rest hang him. 

His soul, however, was generally understood to be 
“marching on,” so much so that ABRAHAM LINCOLN—a 
notorious anti-slavery man—is elected President in the same 
year, 1860, and the secession of five slave states followed. 

At this moment it was not easy to see clear. 

“ Biglow” saw quite clear, and was for going fast. 

LINCOLN also saw clear, and was for going slow—that is 
to say, until he had an army to go fast with—-then he went 
very fast. 

The Puritan States of Massachusetts and Pennsylvania 
stood firm from the first. 

Then came the momentous years 1861-62, the rise of the 
great Federal generals M‘CLELLAN and SHERMAN, the 
election of the Southern President, Jerr, Davis—and 
LINCOLN goes fast. 

In 1861 he calls for 42,000 volunteers and a loan of 250 
millions of dollars, and lets the world know that he means 
to fight, 
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In 1862 he calls for 300,000 more volunteers, and soon 
runs up the National Debt (paid off in 1836) to 1,222,000,000 
dollars. 

This was smart, but the reader of “ Biglow” will not fail 
to note the sensitive sneer at England’s neutrality—and the 
open bitterness at that short-lived European recognition of 
the South, rescinded on the failure of the rebellion. 


It is perfectly true that here in England we did not know 
which side would win—and as the slavés were not ours, we 
did not feel inclined to give the national abolitionists any- 
thing but a private moral support. 

France did the same, and we both got a thank-you-for- 
nothing at the end of the war. 

I think in England most of us were ot opinion that if the 
South could secede, it was sufficiently distinctive and power- 
ful to take care of itself; otherwise, it was manifestly a 
rebel. 

Slavery was an element in the social life of another 
people which we abhorred and had abolished in our own, 
but which we would no more go out of our way to put down 
on a foreign soil than we should go about to put down 
capital punishment, the knout, polygamy, or restrictive 
tariffs abroad. 

The independence of the Southern States was or was not 
a fact ; we treated it as a fact, and we were wrong. 

Slavery to us was an external question for internal legis- 
lation, but not for our legislation; we had dealt with it and 
done with it ; we advised Brother Jonathan to do likewise ; 
but from the first we meant to stand out of the quarrel just 
as we did in the Franco-Prussian war (as we ought to have 
in the Crimean war), and we did stand out of it to such 
purpose that in 1881 we have the strongest Abolitionist 
in America as ambassador at the Court of St. James, and 
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if we are to judge by his genial speeches and pleasant 
bearing amongst us, we have him here in no unfriendly 
spirit, although he has said some bracing things about us. 

€ 

In 1862 the time seemed, indeed, “ rotten ripe” ; LincoLn 
suspends the Habeas Corpus Act, and proclaims the 
Southern slaves free ; in 1863 calls for 300,000 more volun- 
teers, and proves by the response how complete is his 
mastery of the situation. 

Meanwhile ‘ Mr. Biglow” is fain to tell us how monstrous 
peculation and corruption turns up in the army supplies ; 
but the rise of General Grant is the beginning of the end 
(not quite the end of corruption, to be sure), and in 1864 
M‘CLELLAN actually declares for the Union as a bid for 
the Presidency, and even divides the Democratic party on 
the question. 

But by this time about. 2000 battles had been fought; it 
was clear LINCOLN would not give in; it was clear that he 
was backed ; it was clear that slavery was doomed, 

In 1864 LINCOLN was re-elected. 

In 1865 the flag of the Union once again floated over 
Charlestown. 

In 1865 Jerr. Davis, the Southern President, was cap- 
tured; slavery was abolished throughout America, and 
ABRAHAM LINCOLN was shot through the head at Lord’s 
Theatre, dying at 7.15 on April rsth. 


Most people in America felt that the great event of the 
century was over, and the noble success of LincoLn’s life 
had rendered his brutal assassination politically unim- 
portant. 


Other men could finish his work, and they have finished it. 
The “ Biglow Papers” show that work in progress; and 
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are as historically valuable as any State paper connected 
with the abolition of slavery. 

Mr. Lowe tt will undoubtedly take rank amongst Ameri- 
can writers by them. 

In these satires he settles into his work with a will—he 
has an end, and he knows the means—he is thorough and 
exhaustive ; slavery is looked at all round; not an argument 
is forgotten. 

The Slave is placed. 

The Master is placed. Z 

The politician is placed. 

He paints at one time with a dab of colour, at another 
he etches elaborately—but always with the same firmness 
and certainty of touch, and always with equal deliberation. 

There is nothing of the “ greased lightning” about his wit : 
it never plays about his subject, it always riddles it through 
and through. 

Those elaborate prefaces remind me of WALTER ScoTtT’s 
protracted and realistic introductions—there is the same 
infinite leisure of reality about them, whatever slang or 
apparent frivolity there may be in the form. 

This piercing realism redeems the form; behind the 
mask is a man terribly in earnest—but not over a crotchet 
—over a passion which he knows sleeps in the heart of all, 
and must be aroused,—the love of Freedom. 

Trusting himself boldly to the deep and often stifled 
conscience of the people, he chooses their very dialect. 

He has done for the American what Burns and Scorr 
did for the Scotch vernacular—it is a bold experiment, one 
but half understood in this small island, but one which 
succeeded perfectly with the public addressed. 

Before the “ Biglows,” few people in England read Mr. 
LOWELL ; since the “ Biglows,” few people have ceased to 
read him. : 
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And what is the plan of the ‘“ Biglows”? who are the 
dramatis persone ? and what, in short, are the poems about ? 


The plan of the “ Biglows ” is laid out in Prose and Poetry. 
The most whimsical prefaces, avowedly from the pen ot 
the Rev. Homer Wilbur, introduced the curious metrical 
exercises of Mr. Hosea Biglow and Mr. Birdofredum Sawin. 
But the subject-matter was momentous. 


“*Then there was the danger of vulgarizing deep and sacred con- 
victions ” by adopting a light, even comic, form. ‘‘I needed,” says Mr, 
LOWELL, “on occasion to rise above the level of mere asors, and for 
this purpose I conceived the Rev. Wilbur, who should express the 
more cautious element of the New England character and its pedantry ; 
and Mr. Biglow, who should serve for its homely common sense, vivified 
and heated by conscience. I invented Mr. Birdofredum Sawin for the 


close of my little puppet-show.”’ 


He represents the ‘“halfconscious immorality” of the 
period—“ the recoil of a gross. nature from Puritanism ”— 
he always tries to be on the winning side. He is of opinion 
that— 


‘* A ginooine statesman should be on his guard, 
Ef he mst hev beliefs, nut to b’lieve ’em tu hard.” 


He also is of opinion that— 


“‘The fust thing or sound politicians to larn is, 
Thet Truth, to dror kindly in all sorts 0’ harness, 
Mus’ be kep’ in the abstract...” 


The poetical figures are Sawin and Biglow, but the 
whole show is animated by that great prose writer, the Rev. 
Homer Wilbur. He touches up their compositions, favours 
us with his own, and gives that variety of subject, together 
with a unity of purpose, to the “ Biglows” which is one 
of their greatest charms. 

Around the. stormy topics of war, slavery, and politics, 
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plays an incessant summer lightning of literary, antiquarian 
and instructive social and domestic twitter. 

The other characters may be dummies, but the Rev. 
Wilbur is positively alive—he is as solid and elaborate as 
Scott’s Dominie Samson, and dressed out with the ap- 
parently careless, but profound, art of Shakespeare’s walking 
gentlemen. 

And then, he is absolutely new. Such a superfluously 
delightful personage has scarcely been sketched before, and 
may never be sketched again. 


The Rev. Homer Wilbur must not be hurried over— 
though he is in small type, he is like a postscript which 
contains the pith of a letter, and embedded in those prolix 
and tediously amusing notes and prefaces are to be found 
some of Mr. LowELv’s best thoughts and noblest paragraphs 
in prose. 

We look in at the Rev. Homer Wilbur’s at all hours of 
the day; we like to see the old fellow shuffling about his 
study, with an absurdly unconscious appreciation of his own 
importance—with his runic inscriptions, his Latin quota- 
tions, his eternal twaddle about the Ptolemies, the Lacedze- 
monians, St. Anthony of Padua, or Pythagoras. 

Then, what more artless than his account of that great 
epic, in twenty-four books, on the taking of Jericho, ‘‘ which 
my wife secreted just as I had arrived beneath the walls, and 
begun a description of the various horns and their blowers,” 
or his “latest conclusion concerning the tenth horn of the 
beast ;” his relations with his parishioners—his sermons— 
his innocent vanity—his domestic affairs—his utter inability 
to see the absolute irrelevance of matter such as— 


““We had our first fall of snow on Friday. . . . A singular circum- 
stance occurred in this town on the 20th October, in the family of 
Deacon Pelatiah Tinkham. On the previous evening, a few moments 
before prayers, . . .” 
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Here the editor’s patience breaks down, and he prints no 
more. 

Still it is never safe to skip the rev. gentleman’s effusions 
—you are sure to miss something good. 

How happy is his definition of speech and speech-making: 


‘*By the first we make ourselves intelligible—by the second, unin- 
telligible ;” 


Or of Congress— 


*« A mill for the manufacture of gabble,” 
A timely warning to our own House of Commons! 


“* Nothing,” he remarks, ‘“‘takes longer in saying than anything 
else.” 


And we can pardon a good deal about the monk Copres, 
the Dioscuri, and even Marathon—for the sake of those 
noble wrestlings and honest flashes of thought and feeling 
with which, like “the Puritan hug” so much dreaded by 
“Satan,” the Rev. Wilbur meets and throws the Demon of 
Slavery again and again. 

‘< Thor was the strongest of the gods, but he could not wrestle with 
Time ;”’ 

No more was the abolition spirit of the age to be crushed. 

How grim and pungent is— 

‘“Providence made a sandwich of Ham to be devoured by the 
Caucasian race” ! 


And again— 


‘<J think that no ship of state was ever freighted witha more veritable 
Jonah than this same domestic institution of ours [slavery]. Mephis- 
topheles himself could not feign so bitterly, so satirically sad a sight as 
this of three millions of human beings crushed beyond help or hope by 
this one mighty argument, Our fathers knew no better. Nevertheless, 
it is the unavoidable destiny of Jonahs to be cast overboard sooner or 
later.” 
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But the Rev. Wilbur is of course most eloquent and con- 
vincing when he is a mere mask for Lowe. himself ; only 
now and then do we get such a heated flight as this— 


“In God’s name, let all who hear, nearer and nearer, the hungry moan 
of the storm and the growl of the breakers, speak out! But, alas ! we 
have no right to interfere. Ifa man pluck an apple of mine, he shall 
be in danger of the justice ; but if he steal my brother, I must be silent. 
Who says this? Our Constitution, consecrated by the callous consue- 
tude of sixty years, and grasped in triumphant argument by the left hand 
of him whose right hand clutched the clotted slave-whip. Justice, 
venerable with the undethronable majesty of countless eons, says, 
SPEAK! The Past, wise with the sorrows and desolations of ages, 
from amid her shattered fanes and wolf-housing palaces, echoes, SPEAK! 
Nature, through her thousand trumpets of freedom, her stars, her sun- 
rises, her seas, her winds, her cataracts, her mountains blue with cloudy 
pines, blows jubilant encouragement, and cries, SPEAK! From the 
soul’s trembling abysses the still small voice not vaguely murmurs, 
SPEAK! But, alas! the Constitution and the Honourable Mr. Bago- 
wind, M.C., say—BE DuMB!” 


The rev. gentleman dies at last at a very advanced age, 
leaving in his study heaps of MSS., of which only a few 
sentences find their way into the columns of the Atlantic 
Monthly : 


“Beware of simulated feeling; it is hypocrisy’s first cousin; it is 
especially dangerous to a preacher; for he who says one day, ‘Go to, 
let me seem to be pathetic,’ may be nearer than he thinks to saying, 
‘Go to, let me seem to be virtuous, or earnest, or under sorrow for sin,’ ” 


“Tt is unwise to insist on doctrinal points as vital to religion. The 
Bread of Life is wholesome and sufficing in itself, but gulped down with 
these kickshaws cooked up by theologians, it is apt to produce an 
indigestion, nay, even at last an incurable dyspepsia of scepticism.” 


‘* When I see a certificate of character with everybody’s name to it, 
I regard it as a letter of introduction from the Devil.” 


“*There seem nowadays to be two sources of literary inspiration— 
fulness of mind and emptiness of. pocket.” 
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“Tt is the advantage of fame that it is always privileged to take the 
world by the button,” etc., etc. 


Passing to the poems—which bristle with personalities 
already forgotten, and events that are past—we naturally 
look for the points of universal interest : each poem, almost 
each verse, grapples with a principle as much alive now as 
ever. 

A recruiting sergeant for the unjust Mexican War in 1846 
calls forth these lively reflections from the honest Hosea 
Biglow :— 

‘ Wut’s the use 0’ meetin’-goin’ 
Every Sabbath, wet or dry, 
Ef it’s right to go amowin’ 
Feller-men like oats an’ rye? 
I dunno but wut it’s pooty 
Trainin’ round in bobtail coats,— 
But its curus Christian dooty 
This ’ere cuttin’ folks’s throats. 
“© Wy, it’s jest ez clear. ez figgers, 
Clear ez one an’ one make two, 
Chaps thet make black slaves o’ niggers 
Want to make wite slaves o’ you. 
Laborin’ man an’ laborin’ woman 
Hev one glory an’ one shame, 
Ey’ry thin’ thet’s done inhuman 
Injers all on ’em the same.” 


The Mexican war is now fully elaborated by what the Rev. 
Wilbur calls — 


“The sacred conclave of tagrag-and-bobtail policy in the gyacious 
atmosphere of the grog-shop,” a policy which ‘‘ shuffles Christ into the 
Apocrypha,” and substitutes for the Apostolic ‘‘ Fishers of men,” 
“‘ Shooters of men !” 


Mexico is glowingly described to the young recruit as— 


<A sort 0’ 
Canaan, a reg’lar Promised Land flowin’ with rum an’ water,’ 
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The reality turns out different : 


‘* For one day you'll most die o’ thirst, and "fore the next git drownded. 


° ° ° . . e 


T’ve lost one eye, but thet’s a loss it’s easy to supply 
Out o’ the glory that I’ve gut, fer thet is all my eye!” 


For when, indeed, 


“*. . . Somehow, wen we’d fit an’ licked, I ollers found the thanks 
Gut kin’ 0’ lodged afore they come ez low down ez the ranks.” 


To this early period, 1847, belong the famous lines which 
were quoted in the House of Commons, and first drew 
general attention in England to the satire of Mr. Lowell : — 


** Parson Wilbur sez /e never heerd in his life 
Thet th’ Apostles rigged out in their swaller-tail coats, 
An’ marched round in front of a drum an’ a fife, 
To git some on ’em office, an’ some on ’em votes ; 
But John P. 
Robinson he 
Sez they didn’t know everythin’ down in Judee.” 


It was now time to be down upon the amazing decla- 
mation indulged in by the advocates of slavery—and down 
upon them Mr. Biglow was, with a truly delightful specimen 
from their own “stump ” :— 


*€ Sez John C. Calhoun, sez he— 
‘ Human rights haint no more 
Right to come on this floor, 
No more ’n the man in the moon,’ sez he. 


¢ ©?The North haint no kind o’ bisness with nothin’, 
An’ you’ve no idee how much bother it saves ; 


The mass ough’ to labor an’ we lay on soffies, 
Thet’s the reason I want to spread Freedom’s aree ; 


* . . * . . . . 
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Now, don’t go to say I’m the friend of oppression, 
But keep all your spare breath fer coolin’ your broth, 
Fer I ollers hev strove (at least, thet’s my impression) 
To make cussed free with the rights o’ the North.’”’ 


e 
Here is another fine example of hustings talk destined to 
captivate a truly sensible pro-slavery elector :— 


** Ez to the slaves, there’s no confusion, 
In my idees consarnin’ them-— 
/ think they air an Institution, 
A sort of—yes, jest so—ahem : 
Do Zown any? Of my merit 
On thet point you yourself may jedge 3 
All is, I never drink no sperit, 
Nor I haint never signed no pledge. 


‘* Ez to my princerples, I glory 
In hevin’ nothin’ o’ the sort ; 
I aint a Wig—I aint a Tory— 
I’m jest a candidate, in short.” 


The lashes that Mr. Biglow would fain see taken off the 
slave’s back he has no difficulty in applying to the un- 
scrupulous editor of a time-serving newspaper. And “The 
Pious Editor’s Creed” is followed by one of the prettiest 
postscripts in elegant prose on the functions and dignity of 
the journalistic profession—from the pen, of course, of the 
Rey. Wilbur. Sings the pious editor :— 


“* T du believe in prayer an’ praise 
To him thet hez the grantin’ 
O’ jobs,—in every thin’ thet pays, 
But most of all in CANTIN’ ; 
This doth my cup with marcies fill, 
This lays all thought o’ sin to rest— 
I don’t believe in princerple, 
But O, I dz in interest 
. ° . . . e 
6 T du believe wutever trash 
"Il keep the people in blindness— 
Thet we the Mexicuns can thrash 
Right inter brotherly kindness, 
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Thet bombshells, grape, an’ powder ’n’ ball 
Air good-will’s strongest magnets ; 

Thet peace, to make it stick at all, 
Must be druv in with bagnets. 


€€ Tn short, I firmly du believe 

In Humbug generally, 

Fer it’s a thing thet I perceive 
To hev a solid vally ; 

This heth my faithful shepherd ben, 
In pasturs sweet heth led me, 

An’ this’ll keep the people green 
To feed ez they hev fed me.” i 


Indeed, some Northern editors felt themselves rather in a 
fix when the States seceded with a live President in the 
South, and a STONEWALL JACKSON to boot. 


“‘ Don’t never prophesy—unless you know,” 
p ’ 


seemed about the safest thing; but appearances were too 
much for Mr. Sawin, and so on the first Confederate suc_ 
cesses he went over to the South, under what some called 
the flag of “Manifest Destiny.” He joins the exultant cry 
of Jerr Davis :— 


** We've all 0’ the ellerments this very hour 
That make up a first-class self-governing power ; 
We've a war, and a debt, and a flag ; and ef this 
Aint to be independent, why, what on airth is ?” 


He soon gets into quite a Southern “ Dizzy” way of look- 
ing or not looking things in the face :— 


‘* Fact is, the less the people know o’ what thar’ is a-doin’, 
The handier ’tis for gov’ment—sence it hinders trouble brewin’.” 


And when things. begin to get obviously peaks down 
South, he remarks :— 


“« Nex’ thing to knowin’ yon re well off is of to know when y’ aint, 
An’ ef Jeff says all’s goin’ wal, who’ll venture t’ say it aint ?” 
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In vain, as the Southern cause, that went up like a rocket, 
begins to come down with the stick, does Mr, Sawin repeat 
to himself the noble principles of the new secession :— 


€ 
*“ Wut do’s Secedin’ mean, ef ’taint thet nat’rul rights hez riz, ’n’ 
Thet wut is mine’s my own, but wut’s another man’s aint his’n ?”’ 
In vain does the same patriot reflect with complacency 
that although at times we “du miss silver,” yet the 
Southern notes— 


“© Go off middlin’ wal for drink, when ther’s a knife behind ’em.” 


The game is .nearly up, and Birdofredum Sawin will 
probably come back to the Union without a blush. 


But there were stubborn hearts, and stern lips, and stalwari 
arms up North that had never wavered. The men who 
denounced every drop of Mexican blood were ready to pour 
forth their own like water in a righteous cause. 

‘¢ Why, law and order, honor, civil right, 
Ef they aint worth it, what is worth a fight ? ” 

With such downnight, honest fellows the shuffling States- 
man gets no quarter. They have got down to— 


‘¢ The hard granite of God’s first idee.” 


So cries Biglow— 


se. . wut’s the Guv’ment folks about ? 


** Conciliate? it jest means de kicked, 
No metter how they phrase an’ tone it ; 
It means thet we’re to set down licked, 
Thet we’re poor shotes an’ glad to own it! 


‘¢ More men! More men! It’s there we fail ; 
Weak plans grow weaker yit by lengthenin’ ; 
Wut use in addin’ to the tail, 
When it’s the head’s in need 0’ strengthenin’ ?” 
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And Biglow can do justice to those fine qualities of the 
Southern rebels that dazzled and misled all Europe for six 
months : 

‘© T tell ye one thing we might larn 
From them smart critters, the Seceders,— 


Ef bein’ right’s the fust consarn, 
The ’fore-the-fust’s cast-iron leaders.” 


The North, if it was to conquer, had to learn from the 
South— 


‘¢ The strain 0” bein’ in deadly earnest : 
Thet’s wut we want—we want to know 
The folks on our side hez the bravery 
To b’lieve ez hard, come weal, come woe, 
In Freedom ez Jeff doos in Slavery.” 


The old Puritan Ghost, which is none other than J. R. 
T.owELL himself behind the curtain, is constantly breaking 


out with the voice of a prophet— 
“*O for three weeks of Crommle and the Lord! 


Strike soon, sez he, or you'll be deadly ailin,’ 
Folks thet’s afeard to fail are sure of failin,’ 
God hates your sneakin’ creturs that believe 
He'll settle things they run away and leave,” 


Thus in season and out ot season, with fears within and 
fightings and wars without, did Mr. Lowe. never cease to 
urge his country’s standard-bearer up the hill of difficulty, 
until once more the star-spangled banner floatéd over a free 
and united people. ti 

Our own self-complacency more than once :receives a 
wholesome snub, and we have the advantage of seeing 
ourselves as others see us. 


**T tell ye, England’s law, on sea an’ land, 
Hez ollers ben, ‘/’ve gut the heaviest hand.? 


LS ae, 
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Of all the sarse thet I can call to mind, 
England doos make the most onpleasant kind : 
It’s you’re the sinner ollers, she’s the saint ; 
Wut’s good ’s all English, all thet isn’t aint 

e 


She’s praised herself ontil she fairly thinks 
There aint no light in Natur when she winks 3 


She aint like other mortals, thet’s a fact: 
She never stopped the habus-corpus act. 


. 


She don’t put down rebellions, lets em breed, 
An’ ’s ollers willin’ Ireland should secede ; 
She’s all thet’s honest, honnable, an’ fair, 

An’ when the vartoos died they made her heir.” 


But then those were days full of burning international 
questions—days of trial, of intense suspense, of over- 
wrought sensitiveness—when every breath of wind seemed 
full of fate, and ominous messages went to and fro between 
the Old and New Worlds. 

The case fitted into a nutshell: “John, you pretend to 
be our good brother. You stand by and see the fight. 
When we are down in the first few rounds, you won’t even 
hold the sponge. You call yourself neutral, that’s trying 
enough—but presently you act as moral bottleholder to our 
opponent. You recognize Jerr Davis—that’s worse; and 
lastly, you go so far as to threaten, when we have enough to 
do to fight Jerr, without fighting you.” 

This—if I may presumptuously act as his spokesman— 
was the situation from Biglow’s point of view, and we may 
well be surprised at the moderation of Biglow under the 
circumstances : 


*€Tt don’t seem hardly right, John, 

When both my hands wus full, 

To stump me to a fight, John,— 
Your cousin, tu, John Bull t 
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Ole Uncle S. sez he, ‘I guess 
We know it now,’ sez he, 

© The lion’s paw is all the law, 
Accordin’ to J. B., 
Thet’s fit for you an’ me!” 


« * . ° 


** We own the ocean, tu, John: 
You mus’ n’ take it hard, 
Ef we can’t think with you, John, 

It’s just your own back-yard. 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, ‘I guess, 
Ef ¢het’s his claim,’ sez he, 

© The fencin’-stuff ’ll cost enough 
To bust up friend J. B. 
Ez wal ez you an’ me!’ 


** Why talk so dreffle big, John, 
Of honor, when it meant 
You didn’t care a fig, John, 

But jest for Zes per cent. ? 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, ‘I guess 
He’s like the rest,’ sez he ; 

‘When all is done, it’s number one 
Thet’s nearest to J. B. 


Ez wal ez you an’ me!’” 


Nor does this stinging lyric close without the inevitable 
latent threat that stamps almost every political utterance of 


America in the midst of all her goodwill towards us : 


“* Shall it be love or hate, John ? 
It’s you thet’s to decide ; 
Aint your bonds held by Fate, John, 
Like all the world’s beside ? 
Ole Uncle S. sez he, ‘I guess 
Wise men forgive,’ sez he, 
‘ But not forget ; an’ some time yet 
Thet truth may strike J. B. 
Ez wal ez you an’ me!’” 


In the last verse the lingo of the modern work is 


in- 
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comparably mixed with the faith of the old Puritan and the 
aspirations of the new American: 
** God means to make this land, John, 
Clear thru, from sea to sea, 
Believe an’ understand, John, 
The zzuzth 0’ bein’ free. 
Old Uncle S. sez he, ‘I guess 
God’s price is high,’ sez he ; 
* But nothin’ else than wut He sells 
Wears long, an’ thet J. B. 


May larn, like you and me !’” 


The popularity of the ‘ Biglows” was immediate and 
wide. 

They provided Lincoln with a current political pamphlet 
on his own side in his own style. 

They relieved fearlessly the burdened hearts of a million 
patriots—they gave to American literature a noble nature 
and a new humorist. 


It seems a pity to omit all descriptive allusion to such 
considerable poems as “The Cathedral,” ‘A Fable for 
Critics,” not to mention the Odes on Special Occasions, 
and a variety of other miscellaneous poems, such as those 
fugitive garlands of song flung to KossurH, LAMARTINE, 
CHANNING ; or “ To the Memory of THomas Hoop.” But 
all further allusion must be brief. 


“ The Cathedral” is Notre Dame de Chartres—it might 
have been any other. It is the excuse for a local meditation 
on things human and divine. 

Into such modes we all sometimes fall. 

They lie grotesquely near to the common ways of life, yet 
are they like sacred bowers, whose “ open sesame” belongs. 


to the latch-key of the soul alone. 
K 
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Ordering dinner at the Peagreen Inn at Chartres, he finds 
himself in the presence of two Englishmen— 


‘© Who made me feel, in their engaging way, 
I was a poacher on their self-preserve.” 


Presently one attacks what he supposes to be a hostile 
Gaul of the place : 


*« «Esker vous ate a nabitang?’ he asked, 
‘T never ate one; are they good?’ asked I.” 


Then he loiters through the town by himself, and whilst 
he lingers in front of the old facade, with its two unequally 
yoked towers, or gazes at the gorgeous windows inside, 
there come to the poet those snatches of meditation which 
are interesting as glimpses of that deep religious feeling 
which I have before alluded to as the real keynote of Mr. 
LowELL’s mind. 


**°Tis irrecoverable, that ancient faith !” 


he exclaims ; but then, if medizeval Christianity is extinct, 
“if angels go out,” it is only, as Emerson has it, that “the 
archangels may come in” with the “ Christ that is to be.” 

The stars do not alter with the telescope, the central 
verities shine on, and— 


‘Man cannot be God’s outlaw if he would.” 


But the poet’s quick eye turns to our modern blot— 
bondage to the old letter—and he points instinctively in 
the direction of that East towards which so many eyes are 
turned, as though they beheld the sky growing bright: 


6* Science was Faith once; Faith were Science now, 
Would she but lay her bow and arrows by, 
And arm her with the weapons of the time. 
Nothing that keeps thought out is safe from thought. 
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Freedom of inquiry, unfettered spontaneous utterance, free 
play and exercise of the noblest aspirational impulses, as 
there has too long been free play and exercise of the basest 
—such are the deep aindertones. Yet, what absence of 
Iconoclasm, what tenderness for the past !— 


** Where others worship I but look and long ; 
For though not recreant to my fathers’ faith, 
Its forms to me are weariness, and most 
That drony vacuum of compulsory prayer, 
Sull pumping phrases for the Ineffable, 
Though all the valves of memory gasp and wheeze.” 


Yet he has his own invocation : 


** O Power, more near my life than life itself 
(Or what seems life to us in sense immured), 
Even as the roots, shut in the darksome earth, 
Share in the tree-tops joyance, and conceive 
Of sunshine and wide air and winged things 
By sympathy of nature, so do I 
Have evidence of Thee so far above, 

Yet in and of me! 
I fear not Thy mittee i 


How many Christian “ Apologists” in their hearts can 
say as much ? 

Fear and trembling is in every whine and quaver of the 
voice, doubt in each deprecating look; indeed, to hear 
some sermons, one might almost suppose that the great 
Author of all was the prisoner at the bar, whilst the man in 
the pulpit was acting as special pleader in a shaky case. 

Apology may be good armour, but it never won a fight 
nor made a convert. 

If you want to win others, you must believe yourself ; 
and if you want to believe, you must feel ; and if you would 
ieel, you must learn to attend to and trust those— 


** Intimations clear of wider scope, 
Hints of occasion infinite, that keep 
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The soul alert with noble discontent, 
And onward yearnings of unstilled desire.” 


It is glimpses of these— 


‘* Spacious circles luminous with mind, 
Those visitations fleet,” 


that have power to make him smile equally at all attempts 
to build up or destroy a faith in God and the soul: 


‘*J that still pray at morning and at eve!” 


No system, no dogma about~this, but ever the incom- 
municable touch of reality—grave, sober, and with a sort of 
old-world restfulness about it, contrasting quaintly enough 
with the feverish rapidity and irritable self-consciousness of 
modern life. 


In his “ Fable for Critics,” with its fantastic prose preface 
in metre, Mr. LOWELL passes in review a procession of con- 
temporary authors, himself amongst them. 

Its wit at once hit the public taste. 

It held the mirror up to nature in the magazine hack, 
whose effusions— 


“< Filled up the space nothing else was prepared for, 
And nobody read that which nobody cared for.” 


And in the classical bore, who— 


“* Could gauge the old books by the old set of rules, 
And his old set of nothings pleased very old fools. 


Of Emerson, in the early days, he says : 


“¢ All admire, and yet scarcely six converts he’s got 
To I don’t (nor they either) exactly know what ; 
For though he builds glorious temples, ’tis odd 
He leaves ne’er a doorway to get in a god. 

Tis refreshing to old-fashioned people like me 
To meet such a primitive Pagan as he,” 
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Perhaps it is a little hard to say of Bryant that— 


“*If he stir you at all, it is just, on my soul, 
Like being stirred up with the very North Pole.” 
And though his appréciation of LoNGFELLow, WAsHING- 
TON Irvinc, and HAwTHoRNE is generous, it is rather 
severe to dub poor PoE— 


‘‘ Three-fifths of him genius and two-fifths sheer fudge.” 

But to be smart, funny, and Hood-like seems to be for 
once the satirist’s only ambition in the “ Fable for Critics,” 
and whoever reads these contents of a graveyard will say 
that he has succeeded : 


“« There are slave-drivers quietly whipt underground, 
There bookbinders done up in boards are fast bound ; 
There card-players wait till the last trump be played ; 
There all the choice spirits get finally laid. 

There the babe that’s unborn is supplied with a berth; 
There men without legs get their six feet of earth ; 
There lawyers repose, each wrapt up in his case ; 
There seekers of office are sure of a place ; 

There defendant and plaintiff get equally cast ; 

There shoemakers quietly ‘ stick to the last.’” 


The lines— 


“* Nature fits all her children with something to do, 
He who would write and can’t write can surely review,” 


remind us forcibly of two lines I remember reading, I think, 
ia Moore: 


“«If you do not write verses, why, what can you do? 
The deuce is in’t, sir, if you cannot review !” 


We have not space to cull the many felicitous lines that 
deserve to pass into the language, such as : 


“‘The world’s a woman to our shifting mood. 


And only manhood ever makes a man. 


e ° e e e 
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The orchards turn to heaps o’ rosy cloud. 


The green grass floweth like a stream 
Into the ocean’s blue. 


6“ Our seasons have no fixed returns $ 
Without our will they come and go$ 
At noon our sudden summer burns, 
Ere sunset all is snow. 


‘“ But each day brings less summer cheer, 
Crimps more our ineffectual spring ; 
And something earlier every year 
Our singing birds take wing. 
e 


*¢O thou, whose days are yet all spring, 
Faith blighted once is past retrieving ; 
Experience is a dumb dead thing, 
The victory’s in believing !” 


Ladies and gentlemen, I think I can do no better than 
close this estimate of James RussELL LowELt—his literary 
performance, together with such flashes of personality as leap 
forth spontaneously from its many-sided facets—with these 
words of his great friend and master, EMERSon,—words truly 
applicable to the few men who have measured their own 
time with temperate eyes; the few workers who have 
made their own country better and greater ; “the few souls 
that have made our souls wiser”: “The world is his who 
can see through its pretensions. . . . The day is always his 
who works in it with serenity and great aims. The unstable 
estimates of men crowd to him whose mind is filled with a 
trust, as the heaped waves of the Atlantic follow the moon.” 


Ws 
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IV. 


ARTEMUS WARD. 


—¥4}OOR Arremus! I shall not see his like again, 
) Hl as he appeared for a few short weeks before 
an English audience at the Egyptian Hall, 
Piccadilly. 

Sometimes, as to looks, profoundly dejected, at others shy 
or reproachful; nervously anxious to please (apparently), 
yet with a certain twinkle at the back of his eye which 
convinced you of his perfect sang froid; and one thing 
always—full, unescapably full, of fun. 

The humour of ARTEMUS was delicate, evanescent, and 
personal to an irritating degree. ‘I have bin troying,” said 
the impetuous Irishman, after hearing Macreapy, “for an 
hour to spake it out, loike that man, but, be-gohrra! I 
cannot at all—at all!” And no one ever yet succeeded in 
* spaking it out” like ARTEMUS WarRD. 


DICKENS Or STERNE or SwirT need no author’s interpre- 
tation. 

People rushed to hear Dickens read; for my part, I 
always preferred reading DIcKENs. 

But much of ARTEMUS WarD is simply flat without 
Artemus. And yet the dullest man cannot spoil some 
of his jokes—there is no mistake about them, 
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Was there ever a wittier motto than the one over his 
show— 


“‘Ladies and gentlemen! You cannot expect to go in without 
paying your money, but you can pay your money without going in.” 

He said of JerreRson Davis, the Southern President, 
soon after the collapse of the rebellion : 


“Tt would have been ten dollars in Jeff’s pocket if he had never been 
born.” 


The Mormons and BricHamM Younc always excited his 
fancy; he never comes within sight of the Salt Lake City, 
or any of its inhabitants, without cutting an involuntary 
caper. 

Of the Mormons generally he remarks— 


‘« Their religion is singular, but their wives are plural.” 
He is always delightful on BRIGHAM YOUNG. 


““BrIGHAM,” he remarks, ‘‘is an indulgent father and a numerous 
husband ; he has married two hundred wives; he loves not wisely but 
two hundred well. He is dreadfully married,” continues the lecturer, 
“he is the most married man I ever saw. When I was up at Salt Lake 
City I was introduced to his mother-in-law. I can’t exactly tell you how 
many there is of her, but it’s a good deal.” 


But another class of sayings, the most irresistible and 
effective of all, are scarcely worth printing. 

The mere padding and absolute platitudes in Warp’s 
lectures were always received with the greatest applause. 

When he seemed hard up, utterly without any matter to 
go on with, and at the same time quite indifferent to the 
fact of having nothing whatever to say, then he culminated 
with a certain brazen effrontery perfectly captivating such, 
as— 


“* Time passed on. It always does, by the way. You may possibly 
have noticed that time passes on,” 
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And, not ashamed of sinking to the lowest depth of 
impudent dulness, he added, with the greatest conceivable 
gusto— 


“Tt is a kind of way time has.” 


No one can render this, any more than his famous allusion 
to Newgate. Describing the overland mail coachas “a den 
on wheels,” in which he had been packed for ten days and 
nights, he continued— 


” 


** Those of you who have been in Newgate 


The roars which here interrupted the impassive lecturer, 
seemed for a moment to shake his equanimity. He looked 
like a man abashed and shocked at the breach of taste into 
which he had been betrayed ; but, feeling all the time that 
the fatal words could not be recalled, he continued calmly— 


” 


“« And stayed there any length of time—as visitors, I mean 


These bursts of quaint humour could only live at all in 
that subtle atmosphere which ARTEMUS WarRD’s presence 
created, and in which he alone was able to operate. 

His public in about five minutes responded to the 
slightest breath and brain wave. 

The original and genial master who stood before them, 
demure, impassive, quite simple, unaffected, and a little 
gauche, twiddling his riding-whip or small cane, in reality 
played upon that audience like an old fiddle. 

People laughed before the jokes were out of his lips. 

I have heard many orators and seen many actors, but I 
never saw such a perfect case of magnetic control. 

Yet some of his hearers were always left out in the cold— 
not many, but a few faces remained grave, indignant, like 
people who had been hoaxed and wanted their money back. 

They never smiled, whilst the tears streamed down their 
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neighbours’ cheeks : they came away, saying they could see 
nothing in ARTEMUS WARD. 

These people delighted Warp more than all the rest. 
They seemed to him exquisitely fynny, and there was always 
something in the lecture in recognition of them. 

He even went the length of printing this obliging note 
in his programme for their benefit : 


‘*Mr. ARTEMUS WARD will call on the citizens of London at their 
residences, and explain any jokes in his narrative which they may not 
understand.” 


On one occasion, in America, a lady and her two daughters 
rose suddenly in the middle of one of his lectures and 
flounced out of the room, with the indignant remark that 
“‘It was quite scandalous to see a number of people laugh- 
ing at a poor half-witted young man who evidently did not 
know what he was talking about !” 


When ArtTEMuS arrived here in 1866 he was a dying 
man. 

I can see him now, as he came on the narrow platform in 
front of his inferior panorama, and stole a glance at the 
densely packed room and then at his panorama. 

His tall, gaunt, though slender figure ; his curly light hair 
and large aquiline nose, which always reminded me of a 
macaw ; his thin face flushed with consumption; his little 
cough, which seemed to shake him to. pieces, and which 
he said was “wearing him out,” at which we all laughed 
irresistibly, and then felt ashamed of ourselves, as well we 
might; but he himself seemed to enjoy his cough. It was 
all part of that odd, topsy-turvy mind in which everything 
appeared most natural upside down ! 

On first entering he would seem profoundly unconscious 
that anything was expected of him, but after looking at the 


Artemus Ward. 141 


audience, then at his own clothes, and then apologetically 
at his panorama, he began to explain its merits. 

The fact was that ARTEMUS intended having the finest 
scenes that could ebe painted, but he gave that up on 
account of the expense, and then determined to get the 
worst as the next best thing for his purpose. 

When anything very bad came up he would pause and 
gaze admiringly at the canvas, and then look round a little 
reproachfully at the company. 


“This picture,” he would say, ‘‘is a great work of art; it is an oil- 
painting done in petroleum. It is by the Old Masters. It was the last 
thing they did before dying. They did this, and then they expired. 
I wish you were nearer to it so you could see it better. I wish I could 
take it to your residences and let you see it by daylight. Some of the 
greatest artists in London come here every morning before daylight 
with lanterns to look at it. They say they never saw anything like it 
before, and they hope they never shall again !” 


Certain curious brown splotches appearing in the fore- 
ground, Artemus pointed gravely to them, and said— 


‘These are intended for horses; I know they are, because the artist 
told meso. After two years, he came to me one morning and said, 
“Mr. WARD, I cannot conceal it from you any longer ; they are horses.’” 


The difficulties with the moon were endless. It would 
rise abruptly, a great noise of cranks and wheels being 
heard behind the scenes. Warp would watch its progress 
with anxiety and ill-disguised alarm; he would then go out 
and attend to it himself. Renewed disturbance with the 
machinery; the moon would presently fall askew, then tumble 
out of the heavens altogether ; when suddenly with a vigorous 
spurt she would go up like a cannon-shot and stick at the top, 
when ARTEMUS would reappear, exhausted with his exertions, 
and complain that he was in want of a good “moonist,” his 
young man having left him. 
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The piano playing, he added, was done by a first-rate 
artist, who had “once lived in the same street with Thal- 
berg.” 

Nothing could be more impromptu, and therefore riveting, 
than his manner throughout from the moment he entered ; 
he seemed to be doing everything for the first time and 
without the least preparation, and indeed he was most 
unlike such mechanical artists as ALBERT SMITH, who used 
to say he could go through his “ Mont Blanc ” half asleep. 

ARTEMUS was always, in reality, at high pressure. 

He was never twice the same; he poured out new jokes 
with prodigal invention, and every gesture was original and 
arose out of the immediate occasion. 

His finger was ever on the pulse of the people; they were 
always absolutely in his power, whilst he flattered them by 
appearing to be entirely in theirs. 

He would conciliate them, inspire pity, claim indulgence, 
throw himself upon their generosity, pretend to exert himself, 
to labour under a depressing sense of failure, even make 
capital out of his poor cough ; and then he was so deeply 
wounded, if some very mild joke failed to elicit applause 
that he would stop and look reproachfully at the people 
until they shook with a new sense of the absurd situation. 

At other times, when interrupted by laughter, he would 
look round with surprise, and say— 


**T did not expect you to laugh at that. I can throw off numbers 
of those little things, but I assure you I can do better than that.” 


When he opened his lecture on the Mormons at the 
Egyptian Hall, he said, quite apologetically— 


‘*T don’t expect to do much here, but I have thought if I could make 
money enough to buy me a passage to New Zealand, I should feel that 
I had not lived in vain. I don’t want to live in vain. I'd rather live 
at Brighton or Margate, or here.” . 
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The heat was most oppressive and the hall very crowded 
the day I was there, and looking up to the roof, he con- 
tinued— 


‘* But I wish, when thé Egyptians built this hall (a burst of laughter), 
they had not forgotten the ventilation.” 


Apropos of nothing at all a little further on, he observed— 


**T really don’t care for money; I only travel round to show my 
clothes.” 


This was a favourite joke of his. He would look with a 
piteous expression of discomfort and almost misery at his 
black trousers and swallow-tail coat, a costume in which he 
said he was always most wretched. 


‘These clothes I have on,” he continued, ‘‘ were a great success in 
America.” And then quite irrelevantly and rather hastily, ‘“‘ How often 
do large fortunes ruin young men! I should like to be ruined, but I 
can get on very well as I am!” 


So the lecture dribbled on with little fragments of imper- 
tinent biography, mere pegs for slender witticisms like this : 


‘©When quite a child I used to draw on wood. I drew a small 
cart-load of raw material over a wooden bridge, the people of the village 
noticed me, I drew their attention, they said I had a future before me ; 
up to that time I had an idea it was behind me,” 


Or this: 


“T became aman. JI have always been mixed up with art. I have 
an uncle who takes photographs, and I have a servant who takes any- 
thing he can set his hands on.” 


But Warp was something besides a sparkling humorist ; 
he was a man of character and principle ; there was nothing 
of the adventurer—very little even of the speculator about 
him. 

Even in the depths of comedy he was always on the side 
of justice and virtue, and not with the big battalions. 
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** J ax these questions’ (about Louis Napoleon), says the showman, 
‘my royal duke and most noble highness and imperials, because I’m 
anxious to know how he stands asa man. I know he’s smart. He is 
cunnin’, he is long-headed, he is grate; but onless he is good, he’ll come 
down with a crash one of these days, and the Bonypartes will be busted 
up again. Bet yer life.’” 


These comic but prophetic words were written when the 
late Emperor was at the climax of his power, and about the 
time it was so much the fashion to call the Second Empire 
a perfect success. 


*¢¢ Aiy you a preacher ?’ says the royal duke, slitely sarkastical. 

6¢*No, sir. But I bleeve in morality. I likewise bleeve in Meetin’ 
Houses. Show mea place where there isn’t any Meetin’ Houses and 
where preachers is never seen, and I’ll show you a place where old hats 
air stuffed into broken winders, where the children air dirty and ragged, 
where gates have no hinges, where the wimin air slipshod, and where 
maps of the devil’s wild land air painted upon men’s shirt-bosums 
with tobacco-jooce ! That’s what ’ll show you. Let us consider what 
the preachers do for us before we aboose ’em.’” 


ARTEMUS WarRD was a worthy and lovable man; he was 
sound, blameless, shrewd, sensitive, and affectionate. 

His devotion to his old mother was like that of a little 
child ; her comfort and happiness was constantly uppermost 
in his thoughts. 

At one time he wanted to get her to England—alas, it 
would only have been to weep over his grave! At another, 
he thought of going home to live with her after making his 
fortune. His fame he valued quite as much for the pleasure 
it gave the old lady as for the cash it brought him in. 

He was the natural foe of bigotry, Pecksniffianism, and 
immorality of every kind. There are many hard hits at 
hypocrites, formalists, shams, and religious scoundrels ; but 
throughout the whole of his works you will not find one 
sneer at virtue or religion, and in spite of a few broad jokes 
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not quite in European taste, there is not one really loose or 
unguarded thought. 

The Zimes said of his lecture on the Mormons, “It is 
utterly free from offence, though the opportunities of offence 
are obviously numerous. Not only are his jokes irresistible, 
but his shrewd remarks prove him to be a man of reflection 
as well as a consummate humorist.” 

**T never stain my pages,” writes ARTEMUS, “with even mild 
profanity. In the first place it is wicked, and in the second it is not 
funny.” 

Hingston, his faithful agent, and for long his inseparable 
companion, who had so many opportunities of watching 
him under such varied and often trying circumstances, 
remarks, “No man had more real reverence in his nature 
than ARTEMUS WARD.” 


CHARLES FARRER BROWNE (a/zas ARTEMUS WARD) was 
born at Waterford, United States, in 1836. 

He began life as a type-setter, then took to newspaper 
reporting, and soon (like Dickens) made a mark with jokes, 
which went the round of the papers. The circus presently 
caught up the new vein of wit. 

ARTEMUS was always fond of the circus, but he did not 
care to sit and applaud his own jokes; he thought he might 
contrive to get the applause and the cash himself. 

A lecture, to be constructed on peculiar principles, flashed 
across his mind. 

Was not the public worn out with dull lectures ? 

Had not the time of protest arrived ? 

What very excellent fooling it would be to expose the 
dull impostors who passed up and down the land, boring 
mechanics’ institutes and lyceums with their pretentious 
twaddle, and bringing art and science into disrepute ! 

ARTEMUS Warp felt that the man and the hour had arrived, 

L 
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He would bring about a mighty reaction in the public 
taste ; under these circurmstances he conceived the appall- 
ing notion of constructing a lecture which should contain 
the smallest possible amount of information with the greatest 
quantity of fun. 

It was to consist mainly of a series of incoherent and 
irrelevant observations, strung like a row of mixed beads 
upon the golden thread of his wit. 


Warp started in California with an announcement that 
he would lecture on “The Babes in the Wood.” He said 
he preferred this title to that of ‘‘ My Seven Grandmothers.” 

Why, nobody knows, for there was, of course, to be as 
little in the lecture about dades, in or out of the wood, as 
about seven or any other number of grandmothers. 

“ The Babes in the Wood” was uever written down ; but 
a few sentences only have survived of a performance which 
was destined to revolutionize the comic lecturing of the age. 

The ‘‘ Babes” seem only to have been alluded to twice— 
first at the beginning, when the lecturer gravely announced 
“The Babes” as his subject; and then, after a rambling 
string of irrelevant witticisms, which lasted from an hour 
to an hour and a half, he concluded with— 


*©T now come to my subject—‘ The Babes in the Wood.’” [Then 
taking out his watch, his countenance would suddenly change—sur- 
prise, followed by great perplexity! At last, recovering his former 
composure, and facing the difficulty as best he could, he continued :] 
‘But I find I have exceeded my time, and will therefore merely 
remark, that so far as I know, they were very good babes ; they were 
as good as ordinary babes.” [Then, almost breaking down, and much 
more nervously.] ‘‘I really haye not time to go into their history ; you 
will find it all in the story-books.” [Then, getting quite dreamy,] 
“*They died in the woods, listening to the woodpecker tapping the 
hollow beech tree.” [With some suppressed emotion,] ‘‘It was a sad 
fate for them, and I pity them; soI hope do you. Good night!” 
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The success of this lecture throughout California was 
instantaneous and decisive. 

The reporters complained that they could not write for 
laughing, and split their pencils desperately in attempts to 
take down the jokes. 

Every hall and theatre was crowded to hear about the 
“ Babes,” and the “ Lyceum” lecturer of the period, 


““What crammed hisself full of high soundin’ phrases, and got trusted 
for a soot of black clothes,” 


had nothing to do but to go home and destroy himself. 
Fragments of a similar piece, spoken by ARTEmus Warp, 
have survived. 
It is entitled “Sixty Minutes in Africa.” 


‘J have invited you,” began the lecturer, ‘‘ to listen to a discourse on 
Africa. Africa is my subject. It is a very large subject. It has the 
Atlantic Ocean on its left side, Indian Ocean on its right, and more 
water than you could measure at its smaller end. Africa produces 
blacks, ivory blacks; they get ivory. It also produces deserts, that is 
the reason it is so much deserted by travellers. Africa is famed for its 
roses. It has the red rose, the white rose, and neg-rose, apropos of 
negroes, let me tell you a little story.” 


That was the signal for a digression of about an hour, 
during which time no further mention of Africa occurred ; 
when he wound up with— 


“¢ Africa, ladies and gentlemen, is my subject ; you wish me to tell you 
something about Africa. Africais on the map—it is on all the maps of 
Africa I ever saw. You may buy a good map for a dollar, and if you 
study it well you will know more about Africa than I do, It is a 
comprehensive subject, too vast for me to enter upon to-night. If you 
go home and go to bed, it will be better for you than to go with me 


to Africa.” 


ARTEMUS was an insatiable rover. At one time, being 
laid up, he read Layarp’s “ Nineveh.” 
The Bulls excited his fancy; the Arabs and the wild- 
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ness of the scenes, the ignorance, stupidity, and rascality of 
the natives, the intelligence and enthusiasm of the explorer, 
the marvellous unlooked-for results—all this suited him. 

He must go to Nineveh and have a look, and come back 
and speak a piece. 

Alas! cut short at the early age of thirty, how many 
“pieces” had to remain unspoken, and a trip to Nineveh 
amongst them ! 

What an eye for incident that man had! 

He was not devoid of poetic sensibility. He could linger 
sympathetically for a moment upon snow-capped moun. 
tains, or give himself up to the wild, free sensations inspired 
by the boundless prairie; but let him catch sight of a 
heathen Chinese with a pig-tail, and suddenly everything 
else vanishes, and Warp will turn the inexorable lens 
of his humour upon him, and seize his playful or any other 
characteristic with a bite worthy of Mr. Ruskin. 

Indeed, the love of detail is a feature common to both 
Mr. Ruskin and ARTEMUS WaRD. 

The habit which tempts a Ruskin away from a Greek 
column to examine some tiny lichen or climbing tendril at 
its base, is the same tendency poetically exercised which 
is seen humorously enough in Arremus, when he forsakes 
yon cloud-capped mountain for a chinaman’s pig-tail. 


Passing from San Francisco to Salt Lake City, Warp 
becomes his own raconteur. 

Of course he lectured by the way, and his progress was 
somewhat slow and roundabout, like that of the ant who, 
in order to cross the street, chose to go over the top of 
Strasburg Cathedral. 

But the longer the journey the greater the gain to those 
who are anxious to surprise gleams of his quaint nature, 
or flashes of his wit, humour, and adventure. 
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‘In California his lecture theatres were more varied than 
conyenient. 

Now he stood behind a drinking-bar; once in a prison, 
the cells being filled with a mixed audience, and ARTEMUS 
standing at the end of a long passage into which they all 
opened ; then in a billiard-room, or in the open air. 

On one occasion the money being taken in a hat, the 
crown fell out and spilt the dollars. 

Warp said he never could be quite sure how many dollars 
were taken that night, no one seemed to know. 

All who knew Warp knew there was much truth in his 
saying, ‘‘I really don’t care for money.” He was the most 
genial, generous, free-handed of men; and, like other 
kindly souls, his good-nature was often imposed upon by 
unprincipled and heartless adventurers, who ate his dinners, 
laughed at his jokes, and spent his money. 

Had it not been for Hingston, his faithful agent, he 
would have fared far worse, for WARD was not a man of 
business. 


If his anecdotes by the way are not all strictly authentic, 
they are far too good to be lost. 

He tells us how he visited most of the mountain towns 
and found theatres occasionally, to which he invariably 
repaired. One was a Chinese theatre. When he offered his 
money to the Chinaman at the door, that official observed— 

“ Ki hi hi ki shoolah!” 


“<T tell him,” says WARD, ‘‘ that on the whole I think he is right.” 


On entering one, he finds the play is going to last six 
weeks ; he leaves early. 

It is in this rough mountainous region that some of 
Warp’s best jokes were manufactured. To this period 
belongs the famous man who owed him two hundred dollars 
and never paid him. 
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‘A gentleman, a friend of mine, came to me one day with tears in 
his eyes; I said, ‘Why these weeps?’ He said he had a mortgage on 
his farm, and wanted to borrow two hundred dollars. i lent him the 
money, and he went away. Some time after, he returned with more 
tears. He said he must leave me for ever ; I ventured to remind him 
of the two hundred dollars. He was much cut up ; I thought I would 
not be hard upon him, so I told him I would throw off one hundred 
dollars. He brightened up, wrung my hand with emotion. ‘ Mr. 
WArbD,’ he exclaimed, ‘generous man! I won’t allow you to outdo me 
in liberality, Pl throw off the other hundred.’ ” 


But the Salt Lake had to be reached, and a wild and to 
some extent perilous journey it was. 

Down the slopes of precipitous mountains, in frightful 
darkness and snow, cheered by the driver, who relates the 
catastrophes of past journeys on similar occasions; then 
sledging the flats with Hingston in midwinter, amongst the 
wild miners, amongst the wilder wolves and red Indians. 

On one occasion they were actually attacked by a horde 
of famished wolves, and, having fired all their powder and 
ball away, they had to come to unpleasantly close quarters 
and beat the beasts off with the butt end of their horse- 
pistols. 

Soon after that, they had to leave their sledge and wade 
four miles knee-deep through the snow, until they regained 
the beaten track. 

On another occasion ARTEMUS was stopped by the 
Indians, not far from Salt Lake City, and only released 
through the influence of BRIGHAM YOUNG. 

The humorous account of his captivity is too long to 
quote and too good to shorten, but the following anecdote 
of his robbery by the Indians is equally characteristic, and 
more compendious. 

Here he is surprised on the open plains. 


‘The chief of the red men said, ‘Brothers ! the paleface is welcome. 
Brothers ! the sun is sinking in the west and Wanna-bucky She will 
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soon cease speaking. Brothers! the poor red man belongs to a race 
which is fast becoming extink !’ 

**He then whooped in a shrill manner, stole all our blankets and 
whisky, and fled to the primeeval forest to conceal his emotions.”’ 


In the greatest trepidation, ARTEMUs at length beheld the 
trim buildings of the Mormons shining in the distance, and 
entering the spacious thoroughfares studded with gardens, 
and lively with a very mixed, active, and always industrious 
population, sought out with Hingston a retired inn and 
gave himself up to his own reflections, 

These were not pleasant. 

He certainly meant to see Salt Lake and the Mormons, 
and there he was. 

But in his book he had been unsparing in his sarcasms 
on the Mormons, BRIGHAM and all his works, and if there 
was one thing he felt quite certain of, it was that he was 
now in the absolute power of the most unscrupulous man in 
America, whom he happened to have grossly insulted. 

Hingston advised him not to venture abroad rashly, and 
went out himself to see which way the wind blew. 

ARTEMUS sat smoking moodily at home, expecting, as he 
says— 

‘¢ To have his swan-like throat cut by the Danites.” 


At last enters a genial Mormon Elder, who assures him 
of the general good-will of the Mormons, but also pulls out 
a book (“ARrtTEMuS his book!”) and reads to its author 
a passage which he admits to have somewhat hurt their 
feelings ; and certainly it is a little strong, as coming from 
aman who had never been in Salt Lake City or seen the 
people. 

This is the passage, and it occurs in the Showman’s 
papers. 

**T girded up my lions and fled the seen ; I packed up my duds and 
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left Salt Lake, which is a second Sodom & Gomorrer, inhabited by as 
thievin’ and unprincipled a set of retches as ever drew breth in eny spot 
on the globe!” 


On hearing these awful words, of which up to that 
moment their writer had never felt in the least ashamed, 
Warb declares that his feelings may be more easily imagined 
than described ! 

He was forced to admit further that the Mormons might 
not be quite such “ unprincipled retches” as he had 
described, and he parted at last with the mild and con- 
ciliatory Elder pleasantly enough,- instead of having his 
swan-like throat cut. 

Coals of fire were soon to be heaped on his devoted 
head. 

Worn out with the excitement and fatigue of many days 
and nights of travel, he was struck down with fever. 

“The thievin’ and unprincipled retches” by whom he 
was surrounded now vied with each other to do him service, 
they nursed him patiently, treated him with the utmost 
kindness, procured him every comfort, and BRIGHAM YOUNG 
sent him his own doctor. 


‘¢ The ladies,” he says, ‘‘were most kind. [I found music very 
soothing when J Jay ill with fever in Utah ; and I was very ill,—I was 
fearfully wasted, and on those dismal days a Mormon lady—she was 
married, though not so much married as her husband, he had fifteen 
other wives—she used to sing a ballad commencing, ‘Sweet bird, do 
not fly away!’ I told her I would not. She played the accordion 
divinely, accordionly I praised her.” 


Of course ARTEMUs could not exactly eat his own words, 
or recant his deeply rooted opinions, of which he was quite 
as tenacious as some other men; but he pays a warm 
tribute to the friendly courtesy of BricHam, adding— 


“Tf you ask me how pious he is, I treat it as a conundrum and give 
it up.” 
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The moment at last arrives for him to face a Mormon 
audience and speak his piece. __ 
They place the theatre at his disposal, and— 


“*T appear,” he says, ‘¢before a Salt Lake of upturned faces !” 


He is listened to by a crowded and kindly audience. 

Whether it was the “ Babes” or “ Africa,” we know not, 
but he mentions that some odd money was taken at the 
door. 

The Mormons, it appeared, paid at the door in sfecze, and 
that of all kinds: 

Such as five pounds of honey, a firkin of butter, a wolf’s 
skin. One man tried to pass a little dog—a cross between 
a Scotch terrier and a Welsh rabbit; another a German- 
silver coffin plate. “Both were very properly declined by my 
agent.” 


ARTEMUS had a great longing to come to London and 
give his lecture at the Egyptian Hall. 

That longing was destined to be gratified, but it was the 
last. 

He thought “The Mormons” would do very well, and 
it did. 

He knew his lungs were affected, and he knew he must 
die ; but he did not quite know how soon. 

He came here in 1867. 

I heard him once only, about a few weeks before he 
died. 

He looked very thin and ill. 

He coughed a good deal, and could only speak for about 
three-quarters of an hour, but was quite irresistible. 

He was soon unable to continue his entertainment. ‘In 
the fight between youth and death,” writes his friend 
Robertson, ‘‘ death was to conquer.” 
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His doctor sent him to Jersey; but the sea breezes did 
him no good. 

He wrote, genial and sympathetic to the end, that “his 
loneliness weighed on him.” 

He tried to get back to town, but only got as far as 
Southampton ; there many friends went down from London 
to see the last of him—two at a time. 

Hingston never left him, and the consul of the United 
States was full of the kindliest attentions. 

A wealthy American had offered the PRINCE OF WALES 
a handsome American-built yacht. - 

“Tt seems, old fellow,” said poor ARTEMUS, ashe made his last joke 
to Hingston, who sat by him—‘‘it seems the fashion for every one 
to present the PRINCE OF WALES with something. I think I shall 
leave him my panorama.” 

His cheerfulness seldom left him, except when he thought 
of his old mother, and then he would grow terribly sad. 

But the end was at hand. 

“ CHARLES BROWNE,” writes his friend Robertson, in 
modest but feeling terms, “died beloved and regretted by 
all who knew him, and when he drew his last breath there 
passed away the spirit of a true gentleman.” 


One of the many charms and surprises of WARD was his 
double character. 

Between the rough Showman of his book and the refined- 
looking, intellectual master of wit, without a touch of 
personal vulgarity, the chasm seemed immense, and yet on 
his appearance it was instantly bridged. 

The vehicle which he affected in his writings was happily 
chosen. 

There is more in that native Showman, zomine ARTEMUS 
WarD, than meets the European eye at a glance. 

He was a type—one of those originals in which America 
delights. 
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A man of the people, with little education, thrown out early 
upon the world ; Jack of all trades, keen, shrewd—his mind 
an incongruous mixture of ideas, with an eye quick to 
detect foibles and inconsistencies of character. 

Sharp at business, full of low humour, half satirist, half 
buffoon, ready with equal effrontery to turn his hand to 
anything. 

Store-keeper, nigger-driver, travelling dentist, photo- 
grapher, or “ going around ” with a show of “ wax-figgers,” 
curiosities, wild beasts alive and stuffed. 

Such a life had its advantages as well as its drawbacks. 

It was the way to see many men and cities; to learn many 
things, some of which might as well have been let alone; to 
get experience and to waste time; to gain and to lose 
money, and to make jokes. 


This mask yclept ARTEMUS WaRD was early seized by 
CHARLES FARRER BROWNE. 

It enabled him to utter upon all occasions, with equal con- 
fidence and loquacity, and upon every conceivable topic. 

It provided him with endless situations and endless fun. 

CHARLES BROWNE occasionally steps from behind the 
showman for a moment, but only for a moment. 

Instead of the grinning and coarse mask, we have then the 
grave, even sad look of a man noting and weighing the 
follies or crimes of others, and chiding, with impartial but 
not unkindly reproof, high and low, rich and poor. 

But the moral pointed with a flash, and the mask is on 
again, before we have well mastered the features of the face 
behind it. 

As for the Showman, he is as fine and far more solid a 
creation than Lowe .’s Birdofredum Sawin, though not up 
to the weight of Homer Wilbur. 

His bad grammar, the dialect, and the spelling suggest 
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a cross between the amusing vulgarity of THACKERAY’s 
“ Jeames” and the vernacular of the “ Biglow Papers.” 

The spelling is perhaps more original than either. The 
mind often receives a double shock, as it masters first the 
form and then the substance of such witty conceits as— 

““Beests of Pray.” 

“*T appear b 4 a C of upturned faces.” 

ASS Oe varore. 4 1B? 


‘*Reven noose muttons.” 
Or, ‘‘ the Orleans Die-nasty !” 


The inflation of the ignorant stump orator, with his “ feller- 
citizen” and his green cotton umbrella, is never quite 
absent. 

The Showman has vague recoilections of old quotations, 
learned off as trite phrases, and he assumes an alarming 
familiarity with the names and writings of the greatest men ; 
Cicero he will call “old Cis!” and of SocRATES, or, as he 
calls him, ‘‘ old Sock,” he pensively observes— 


‘« He has left us—he is no more,” 


which is probably all he knew about “old Sock.” 

His incapacity—so common with uneducated people—to 
distinguish between small things and great, is a delightful 
source of incongruity and amusement; in short, when we 
least expect it, the regulative power of his mind is suddenly 
lifted, and mental and physical phenomena are jumbled up 
together like buttercups and hysterics. 


““T came back,” he says, ‘* with my Vartoo unimpaired, but I shall 
have to git a new soot of clothes.” 


He waxes intense, and becomes highly inflammatory and 
poetical without the slightest cause. 
Each word lashes the next into finer frenzy, until a wild 


but perfectly meaningless climax is reached, and the end 
of the fine writer or stump orator.is thus attained, 
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“‘ JEFFERSON Davis,” he exclaims, “I now leave you! Farewell, my 
gay Saler Boy! Good-bye, my bold buccaneer! Pirut of the deep blue 
sea, adoo! adoo!” 

His platitudes and moral sentences are always equally 
delightful and absurd : 

‘* Virtoo is its own reward !”? 

‘* Be Vartoous, and you will be happy.” 

He is never more winning than when exposing his own 
humbug, or explaining his misfortunes. 

How a mob caved in the head of Jupas Iscariot, one of 
his best wax figures. 

How the people pulled the hay out of the fat man, and 
kicked him from the show ; and then discovering that the 
latest murderer, another wax figure, was in fact GENERAL 
WasHINGTON of the year before, with a new wig and 
moustache, smashed him to pieces; and lastly how the 
Showman himself narrowly escaped tarring and feathering. 

Although everything is overdrawn, as in Pickwick, there 
is an intense reality of conception about this Showman ; his 
various characteristics come together with such admirable 
ease, fitness, and effrontery, that he at last stands out as 
one of the most realistic and irresistibly captivating creations 
of modern fiction. 


The Showman is hard on the woman’s rights movement ; 
but then the woman’s rights in America were decidedly hard 
on the public. 

The extravagances of Bloomerism set all decent and 
sensible people dead against the preposterous viragos who, 
in the early days, degraded a noble cause to the level of 
an indecent burlesque. 

The Showman is pleasant enough whenever he comes face 
to face with an advanced advocate of woman’s rights. 


“On the cars,” he relates, ‘‘was a he-lookin female, with a green 
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cotton umbreller in one hand and a handful of Reform tracks in the 
other. She sed every woman ought to have a Spear. Them as didn’t 
demand their Spears, didn’t know what was good for them, ‘ What is 
my Spear?’ she axed, addressin the peple in the cars. ‘Is it to 
stay at home & darn stockins, & be the ser-lave of a domineerin 
man? Or is it my Spear to vote & speak & show myself the ekal 
of man? Is there a sister in these keers that has her proper Spear?’ 
Sayin which the eccentric fernale whirled her umbreller round several 
times, & finally jabbed me in the weskit with it. 

“*¢T hav no objecshuns to your goin into the Spear bizniss,’ sez I, 
“but you'll please remember I ain’t a pickeril. Don’t Spear me agin, if 
you please.’ She sot down.” 


His treatment of the Shakers and the Spiritualists is 
equally sound and discerning. 

The balance of his mind, when he chooses, is always 
excellent. 


What can be more shrewd and genial than this P— 


“*¢ Flere you air,’ he says to the Shakers, ‘all pend up by yerselves, 
talkin about the sins of a world you don’t know nothin of. Mean- 
while said world continners to resolve round on her own axeltree onct in 
every 24 hours, subjeck to the Constitution of the United States, and is 
a very plesant place of residence.’”’ 


He is even scrupulously fair to opinions and people with 
whom he has no sort of sympathy, without showing up what 
he scorns as delusion or condemns as mischievous. 


*** You dowtlis,’ he says to the Spiritualist, ‘beleve this. Sperrit 
doctrin, while I think it is a little mixt. . . . Admittin all you say abowt 
the doctrin to be troo, I must say the reglar perfessional Sperrit 
rappers—them as makes a bizniss on it—air about the most ornery set 
of cusses I ever enkountered in my life.’ So sayin, I put on my surtoot 


and went home.” 

The Showman’s preposterous interviews with the great men 
of the day are not only full of local colour, but tempered 
with the keenest appreciation and the justest estimate of 
character, 


Such is the sketch of ABRAHAM LINCOLN, surrounded by 


Artemus Ward. 159 


place-seekers or “ patrits,” and labouring to steer his course 
Straight. Enter the Showman, who begins to rage amongst 
the servile crew thus : 


““*Go home, you miserable men, go home & till the sile! Can’t you 
giv Abe a minit’s peace? Go to choppin wood—go to bilin sope—stuff 
sassengers—black boots . . . go round as original Swiss bell ringers— 
becum origenal and only Campbell Minstrels. . . saw off your legs and go 
round givin concerts, with techin appeals to a charitable public—any- 
thing for a honest livin, but don’t come here drivin Old Abe crazy by 
your outrajis cuttings up!’” 


As the claimants disperse : 


‘«* Flow kin I ever repay you, sir?’ exclaims the President. 

*« ¢ By givin the whole country a good, sound administration. By 
poerin ile upon the troubled waturs, north and south. By pursooin a 
patriotic, firm, and just course, and then if any State wants to secede, 
let ’em secesh ? 

“*¢ Flow ’bout my Cabinit, Mister Ward?’ sed Abe. 

‘* Fillit up with Showmen, sir! Showmen is devoid of politics. They 
hain’t got any principles! . . . Showmen is honest men!’” 


The boldest and perhaps the most amusing of all these 
interviews is that with the PRINCE oF WALES, who was then 
avery young man, travelling in the United States. 

In the hands of a lesser artist, the colloquy must have 
run to the very verge of insolence. In the hands of 
ARTEMUS, it merely leaves a just and graphic impression 
of the Prince or WaLeEs’s unaffected and manly simplicity, 
which so struck the Americans and has remained one of 
his most pleasing characteristics. 


** I axed him,” says the showman, ‘‘ how he liked bein Prince, as fur 
as he’d got. 

*¢¢To speak plain, Mr. Ward,’ he sed, ‘I don’t much like it. Tmsick 
of all this bowin & scrapin & crawlin & hurrain over a boy like 
me. I would rather go thro’ the country quietly & enjoy myself in my 
own way, with the other boys, & not be madea showof. . . . You know, 
Mr. Ward, I can’t help bein a Prince, & I must do all I kin to fit 
myself fur the persishun I must sum time ockepy, 
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“‘T rose up & said, ‘ Albert Edard, I must go, but previs to doin so 
I will obsarve that yousoot me... . When you git to be king, try & be 
as good a man as yure muther was! Be just! be Ginerous!’” 

Before parting with ArTEmus, I would fain try to fix the 
shifting kaleidoscopic colours as they melt and change, to 
analyze what is no sooner present than it is past, to set down 
the characteristics of a mind the qualities of which have 
surely never been seen in such singular and fascinating 
combination before, which we are never likely to see in the 
smallest degree reproduced, and which has now for some 
twenty years defied a host of plagiarists and imitators as 
successfully as the music of Chopin or the brush of Turner. 


First, I note his spontaneity. He was quite as good at 
home as abroad—in private as in public. 

This was his charm. 

He never knew how many odd things he was going to 
say, and often forgot them afterwards. 

In his entertainments he was constantly personal, yet 
without ever giving offence. 

In public he had the quickest tact, the kindliest humour, 
and the gentlest delicacy of any man I ever saw. 

His mind resembled the retina of the eye, in which every- 
thing appears naturally upside down. 

Other people, like Dickens or JOHN Parry, went out 
of their way to reverse ideas ; to WARD the reverse order 
seemed always the natural one ; from his point of view the 
whole world stood on its head, men thought backwards, and 
words invariably meant their contraries. 

The shock of this incessant and easy inversion is irresis- 
tible ; as when describing a temperance hotel, where, he 
says, they sold the very worst liquors he ever tasted. He 
goes on to say— 


“*T don’t drink now ; I’ve given all that up. I used to drink once; 
but when I did, I never allowed business to interfere with it,” 
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Or when he remarks that he had always been of opinion 
that an occasional joke improved a comic paper. At first 
we suppose it to be a kind of /apsus lingue. Not at all; it 
is merely common sense backwards—a ludicrous and usually 
satirical reversal of ordinary ideas. 


Closely akin to this, I note a steady displacement of 
atmosphere ; as when his organ-grinder dies, he says he never 
felt so ashamed in his life. 

Shame is the wrong emotion; but it is slipped in mechani- 
cally, like a drop-scene that has got out of its right place, 
and provides a churchyard instead of the altar-rail for a 
matriage ceremony. 

Warv’s subtle trifling with words, as well as atmospheres, 
is reduced almost to a fine art, and results in quite a new 
and peculiar coinage. 


“Tet us glide,’ I said, ‘in the mazy dance,’ and we glode.” 
‘Let ’m secesch !” ‘‘ He’s caught a tormarter.” 


Which is quite in Mrs. Gamp’s style, with her ‘“ Not all 
the tortoises of the imposition”—for “tortures of the in- 
quisition.” 

But in America the Malaprop seedling comes up with 
an odd Yankee twist, and the ARTIEMUS variety of it is 
certainly unique. 

Sense, grammar, terminations, spelling, all go awry—we 
hardly notice how. 

We receive a series of mental back-handers, and keep 
laughing, a little too late, but better and better in time, as 
the new method begins to gain on us. 


With one more example from his life amongst the 
Mormons, which, perhaps, though brief, includes a greater 
variety of wit and humour than any single passage I could 

M 
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select, I must conclude my memorial glimpses of this incom- 
parable and lamented humorist. 


THE SEVENTEEN YOUNG MoRMON WIDows. 


“‘T regret to say that efforts were made to make a Mormon of me 
while I was in Utah. 

“‘Tt was leap year when I was there, and seventeen young widows 
—the wives of a deceased Mormon (he died by request)—-offered me 
their hearts and hands. I called upon them one day, and taking thei 
soft, white hands in mine—which made eighteen hands altogether—I 
found them in tears. And I said, ‘Why is this thus?—what is the 
reason of this thusness ?’ z 

“« They hove a sigh—seventeen sighs of different size. They said— 

“©* Oh, soon thou wilt be gonested away !’ 

““T told them that when I got ready to leave a place I usually 
wentested. They said—‘ Doth not like us?’ 

“*T said, ‘I doth, I doth!’ Ialso said, ‘I hope your intentions are 
honourable, as I am a lone child, and my parents are far, far away !’” 

“«They then said—‘ Wilt not marry us?’ 

**T said, ‘Oh, no; it cannot was.’ 

“¢ Again they asked me to marry them, and again I declined. When 
they cried— 

“*¢Oh, cruel man! This is too much—oh, too much !’ 

*“T told them it was on account of the muchness that I declined.” 


V. 
MARK TWAIN. 


MARK TWAIN. 


See ARK TWAIN in about ten years has achieved 
FJ] cosmopolitan renown, 

Every English-speaking market is flooded 
n sel! with his “ Innocents’ of all sorts. 
About the only book I could get at Rome—outside the 
magic Tauchnitz circle—was ‘The Jumping Frog.” 

“Roughing it” has consoled me in some of the worst inns 
on the “ Continong ;” and whenever, like those celebrated 
travellers afoot, I have steadily declined to walk, and got 
into the nearest train, cab, carriage, boat, or railway car 
sooner than wear out my boots—whenever, I say, I have 
indulged in these easy “promenades” ex vozture, I have 
been forcibly reminded of the “‘New Fiigrims’ Progress” 
and the “Tramp Abroad.” 


Many people regard Twain merely as an extravagant wag 
vith a long bow. 

It is the fate of all wags. Yet a man may be more than 
a wag. It matters not. The direct impact power of a joke 
is so much quicker than that of any other known projectile, 
that it is sure to hit the public sooner than any other 
qualities in a man, however superior and forcible. 
~ OLIVER WENDELL Ho.meEs never counselled more wisely 
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than when he said, “ Make a reputation first by your more 
solid acquirements. You can’t expect to do anything great 
with Macbeth, if you first come on flourishing Paul Pry’s 
umbrella !” 

Now, Mark Twain came on first with his “ Jumping 
Frog,” his horse “Jericho,” and the bucking “ Mexican 
Plugs.” 

Had he done no more, he would have deserved well of 
the public; but he has done more, and in all he has done 
he is oddly sound and quaintly thorough besides. 

I believe this is not the general view. 

He is supposed to lie like truth; but in my opinion he as 
often speaks truth like lies, and utters many verities in jest 
—ay, and in earnest too. 

When serious he is, I believe, generally reliable. You 
can usually tell when he has got hold of the long bow, and 
when he is shooting fair; and I must say, that whenever I 
have taken the trouble to verify his statements of fact and 
descriptions of scenery, I have found them minutely accurate 
and photographically true. 

If I want to know about the shoals of that big American 
stream called the Mississippi, and the look of its banks, and 
the set of its craft, and the ways of its voyagers, I would 
read Mark Twatn’s “ Mississippi Pilot.” 

Dean STANLEY is graphic and elaborate enough on 
Palestine, and ERNEST RENAN touches its Past and Present 
like a poet and a philosopher; but any one who wants to 
understand without going there exactly how it looks now, | 
had better read the “ Innocents Abroad.” 


The wild mining life of Nevada and California may be | 
coloured, but it is coloured entirely in keeping with reality. 

There is no difference, except in wit and graphic force, 
between Mark Twatn’s sketches of the swashbucklers 
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and bullies like “Slade” and “Arksansas” and the news- 
paper police reports and cuttings of the period. 


The truth about Switzerland is not far to seek. 

There, at least, Twain knows what he is about, and he 
either trifles outrageously or not at all. 

Nothing brief about the glaciers has ever been better put 
together than his awful narrative of the men who fell into 
crevices, and were yielded up by the slow-moving mass of 
ice at the end of fourteen or forty years. ‘ Home, sweet 
home! there’s no place like home!” more than once seemed 
to me an altogether plausible sentiment as I read these 
cheerful and precipitous narratives. 


Mark Twarn’s strong points are his facile but minute_ 


observation, his power of description, a certain justness and 


night proportion, and withal a great firmness of touch and 


peculiar—I had almost said personal—vein of humour. 

By right proportion I mean putting things substantially 
in their right light. 

I might almost say that Twain never makes a mistake 
here. 

At times he no doubt indulges openly in a certain 
rollicking exaggeration and fun, but when he estimates, he is 
always just—just to the wild miner, but no unscrupulous 
panegyrist or obsequious idolater of him, like Bret Harte; 
just to the eccentricities of tourists, whether English, 
French, German, or American; and always just to religion 
—never, I believe, wantonly irreverent, though occasionally 
a little free with subjects too sacred in the eyes of many to 
be so lightly touched. 

’Tis, after all, a fault of taste rather than of morals. 

The value of religion itself is not more tenderly, than is 
the sham and cant of hypocrisy severely handled, 
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As a Humorist, of course, Twain deals with the various 
kinds of mental shock quite inseparable from all wit and 
humour. 

The shock of exaggeration, as in the “Jumping Frog,” a 
conceit which to me is the least witty of all his well-known 
skits ; for what, I should like to know, is the fun of saying 
that a frog who has been caused to swallow a quantity of 
shot cannot jump so high as he did before ? 

I should have said, after such a digestive exercise he 
could not jump at all! 

The shock of the impossible,-the incongruous, and a 
general inversion of ideas is common of course to TWAIN 
and every other humorist; but he seldom flashes like 
ArTEMuS. He dstils his fun drop by drop through a 
whole page, instead of condensing it into a sentence. With 
every touch the atmosphere is intensified, and the picture 
slowly comes together until the page, or even the chapter, 
stands out a perfect pyramid of fun. 

This is his gift—the long-drawn-out, elaborately spun 
witticism ; the carefully finished, photographically minute 
picture. 

That he zever flashes I do not say, but his swiftest sallies 
—done in chalk, with a few strokes—are pictorial ; the image 
is scratched firmly, unmistakably, as when he describes 
the passage through the Alps and down into Italy, he says, 
all the way through Mount Cenis and right on— 


‘The train is profusely decorated with tunnels.” 


Or when describing the effect of his own withering 
sarcasm upon his agent Harris, he remarks— 


““ When the musing spider steps on to the red-hot shovel, he first 
exhibits a wild surprise, then he shrivels,” 


Mark Twatn’s secret is a tolerably open one. 
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He is always wide awake, therefore he keeps you 
awake. 

He is full of observation, therefore he is pleasant com- 
pany. 

He is not too full, therefore he is nota bore. 

He jokes habitually, and therefore he makes you laugh. 

The jokes are generally easy ones, so they do not make 
you think. 

This is important, for the slow discovery of a joke is 
always a wearing process. 

His descriptions are so vivid that you feel, after reading 
them, that _you_ know all about those places, so you need 
not go there, 

This saves trouble. 

In this way, Mark Twarn himself ascended Mont Blanc. 
He found he could make the entire ascent for three francs 
—through the telescope. 

Harris, the agent, was allowed to go with him for two 
more. 

Harris was afraid, and did not want to go, but Twatn 
“heartened him up,” and said he would hold his hand alk 
the way. 

So they started, and in a very few minutes reached the 
top, and were able to describe the various peaks. 

“The ‘ Yodel-horn,’ and the ‘ Dinner-horn’ and ‘ Scrabble-horn,’ and 
the soaring domes of the ‘ Bottle-horn,’ and the ‘ Saddle-horn,’ and the 
‘ Shovel-horn ;’ and in the ‘west-south-west’ they beheld the stately 
range of the Himalayas, which lay dreaming in the purple gloom.” 

This is. very pleasant fooling, but it is not difficult, and it 
is evidently “calgué,” as the French say, upon the ex- 
periences of “‘little Billee,” who, under far more trying 
circumstances, beheld from the topmast of H.M.S.— 


‘Jerusalem and Madagascar 


And North and South Amerikee.” 
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Then last, but not least, Twarn has shown that he can 
0 On. 

He is not the man of one book or one idea. 

Put him down anywhere, and he will create a situation 
and spread like that American water-plant which infests 
the Cam, and has stretched itself over most English rivers. 

He will soon crowd most waters he can get access to. 

What can be more unlike any of his previous works than 
“The Prince and the Pauper,” Twan’s 1881 Christmas 
book? There the fun lies in the fancy that Epwarp VI., 
in a freak just before he ascended the throne, changed 
clothes with a romantic beggar boy who resembled him 
closely. The beggar boy is found in the palace, and the 
courtiers cannot be persuaded that he is not the prince; 
only the prince, alas! changed—gone mad! Meanwhile, the 
prince, once in the beggar’s clothes, cannot convince any 
one outside the palace that he is really the king in disguise. 
So the freak ends in a prolonged struggle on both sides, 
the prince trying to get back to the palace; the beggar at 
first trying to get out of the palace, then whimsically resign- 
ing himself, uo to the moment of coronation, when the 
dénouement, of course, is managed, as intellectual readers 
will find set down in quaint English in this same showy 
picture-book. 


In freshness and fertility Twarn resembles poor ARTEMUS, 
and rises above BReT HarTE, though he is less intense and 
pathetic than the latter. 

ArTEMUS, like Twatn, rejoiced in variety. He created 
everywhere ; you could not play him out. 

In California or the great lone silver land, a new pilgrims’ 
progress was ever before him. 

Most men who can write at all can write one book if 
they try, but many men can do no more, 
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I confess Ido not care much for your dog with one trick, 
and the public soon get tired of him. 


SAMUEL LANGHORNE CLEMENS, a/ias-Mark Twatn, was _ 
born in Florida, 1835._ 

He began life as a printer. 

You cannot take up any of his books without noticing 
what an eye he has for a sentence in type. 

His punctuation is elaborate to a fault. 

I should think his use of commas and full stops would 
run any office dry, let alone the hyphens. 

He coined his om de plume on the Mississippi. He 
very soon took to the river, and, working as a pilot, he often 
had occasion to hear the warning cry, ‘‘ Mark Twain!” or 
“In two fathoms!” and when he came to write for the 
newspapers, he signed himself “ Mark Twain!” 

In 1861 he went to Nevada as secretary to his brother, 
who was acting as a kind of government agent in that wild, 
silver-mining, dismal land. 

In “ Roughing it” he has given us some idea of what he 
did not do, as well as of what he did and was done to, out 
there. 

In 1864 he visited the Hawaian Islands, and has left us 
such a description of a burning crater some miles round, 
and full of white and red heated crystal fire caverns and 
crimson lava, that henceforth the poor creatures who have 
only been up Vesuvius had better hide their diminished 
heads. 

In 1867 he made his début as a comic writer with the 
“ Jumping Frog” and other sketches, most of them better 
than the “ Frog.” 

In 1869 he married a rich lady, but was soon again on 
the tramp, this time through the Holy Land. 

He now becomes the “Innocent Abroad,” and relates, 
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with the assistance of the guide-book, the adventures and 
progress of the New Pilgrims. 

In 1872 he visited England and lectured, without, I be- 
lieve, striking success. 

I heard him once at the old Hanover Square Rooms. ‘The 
audience was not large nor very enthusiastic. I believe he 
would have been an increasing success had he stayed 
longer. 

We had not time to get accustomed to his peculiar way, 
and there was nothing to take us by storm, as in ARTEMUS 
WARD. 5 


He came on and stood quite alone. 

A little table, with the traditional water-bottle and tumbler, 
was by his side. 

His appearance was not impressive, not very unlike the 
representation of him in the various pictures in his “Tramp 
Abroad.” 

He spoke more slowly than any other man I ever heard, 
and did not look at his audience quite enough. 

I do not think that he felt altogether at home with us, 
nor we with him. 

We never laughed loud or long ; no one went into those 
irrepressible convulsions which used to make ARTEMUS 
pause and look so hurt and surprised. 

We sat throughout expectant and on the gui vive, very 
well interested, and gently simmering with amusement. 

With the exception of one exquisite description of the 
old Magdalen ivy-covered collegiate buildings at Oxford 
University, I do not think there was one thing worth setting 
down in print. 

I got no information out of the lecture, and hardly a 
joke that would wear, or a story that would bear repeating. 

There was a deal about the dismal, lone silver-land, the 
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story of the Mexican plug that bucked, and a duel which 
never came off, and another duel in which no one was 
injured ; and we sat patiently enough through it, fancying 
that by-and-by the introduction would be over, and the 
lecture would begin§ when Twarn suddenly made his bow 
and went off! 

It was over. I looked at my watch; I was never more 
taken aback. I had been sitting there exactly an hour and 
twenty minutes ! 

It seemed ten minutes at the outside. 

If you have ever tried to address a public meeting, you 
will know what this means. 

It means that Mark TwalIn is a consummate public 
speaker. 

If ever he chose to say anything, he would say it 
marvellously well; but in the art of saying nothing in an 
hour, he surpasses our most accomplished parliamentary 
speakers. 


Perhaps you will think it time for me to come to business, 
A cynical friend said to me the other day— 

Do you know what makes a good lecturer ? ” 

“ Haven’t an idea,” said I. 

“Well, the first thing is to know what to leave out.” 

“That’s good,” I replied. 

* The second thing is to know what to put in.” 

“‘ That’s better.” 

“And do you know what is the last ?” 

I gave it up. 

“To know when to leave off!” he replied. 

* Best of all!” I said. 

Then eyeing me uncomfortably, he added— 

“ And which do you think I advise most men to begin 
with.” 
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“Which?” I said anxiously. 

+ the last 

“Well,” I said, “I don’t call that giving a man fair 
encouragement; but I shall follow up the first three 
points,” 


Travel is evidently the characteristic fount of Twatn’s 
inspiration. He loves to be on the move, and make notes 
by the way. I will label him for this occasion under his 
three great travelling heads : 

First, phases of the Holy Land, or the “New Pilgrims’ 
Progress,” and “ Innocents Abroad.” 

Second, phases of Nevada and California, or “ Roughing 
it” and the ‘‘ Innocents at Home.” 

Third, phases of European travel, or “A Tramp Abroad,” 
chiefly in Switzerland. 


In 1869 this Innocent set out to explore the Holy Land 
and Egypt, stopping by the way at Athens. 

It was but a glimpse, but it is one of. the most vivid 
vignettes by moonlight on record. 

Forbidden to land by the authorities, four of them stole 
ashore at midnight, clambered stealthily over the “rocky, 
nettle-grown eminence,” and soon woke up the dogs. Over 
the loose calcareous soil they hurried, towards the heights of 
the Acropolis, presently entangling their feet in grape vines, 
they paused to feed on the delicious grapes, until a dark 
shape arose out of the shadows and said, “ Ho!” and so 
they left. 

‘They find the Acropolis locked. The garrison turns out, 
and is bribed, and so they enter. 

Then the inevitable feeling which seizes all travellers who 
first stand amidst those peerless ruins, came over them. 

Tt is an awe and admiration quite distinct from anything 
experienced at Rome or elsewhere. 
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The Greek touch is ineffable; the Greek spirit and 
subtlety of beauty is as alive as ever, and haunts that 
Athenian summit, strewn all over with the fragments of 
Praxiteles and Phidias. 


¢€ 

‘*We walked out into the grass-grown, fragment-strewn court beyond 
the Parthenon. It startled us every now and then, to see a stony white 
face stare suddenly up at us out of the grass with its dead. The place 
seemed alive with ghosts. I half expected to see the Athenian heroes 
of twenty centuries ago glide out of the shadows, and steal into the old 
temple they knew so well and regarded with such boundless pride. 

“‘ The full moon was riding high in the heavens now. We sauntered 
carelessly and unthinkingly to the edge of the lofty battlements of the 
citadel, and looked down. A vision !—and such a vision! Athens 
by moonlight! It lay in the level plain, right under our feet—all 
spread abroad like a picture, and we looked upon it as we might be 
looking at it from a balloon. We saw no semblance of a street, but 
every house, every window, every clinging vine, every projection were 
marked as clearly as it were at noonday; and yet there was no glare, 
no glitter, nothing harsh or repulsive. The harshest city was flooded 
with the yellowest light that ever streamed from the moon, and seemed 
like some living creature wrapped in peaceful slumber. On its further 
side was a little temple, whose delicate pillars and ornate front glowed 
with a rich lustre that chained the eye like a spell; and nearer by, the 
palace of the king reared its creamy walls out of the mist of a great 
garden of shrubbery, that was flecked all over with a random shower of 
amber lights—a spray of golden sparks that lost their brightness in the 
glory of the moon, and glinted softly upon the sea of dark foliage like 
the pallid star of the milky way. Overhead the stately columns, majestic 
still in their ruin ; underfoot, the dreaming city; in the distance, the 
silver sea. The picture needed nothing. It was perfect.” 


You see that Twain can pause to paint a picture when 
he pleases. 


When he reaches Palestine, his sketches of the holy places 
are, to say the least, realistic, and exceedingly vivid. 


‘*They are not,” he writes, ‘‘as deliriously beautiful as the books 
paint them, If one be calm and resolute, he can look upon their beauty 
and live.” 
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It is well to know the worst. 

Neither SranLey nor RENAN have concealed from us the 
real condition of that strip of coast-land, once the busy mart 
of the world, thronged with prosperous cities, and alive with 
an eager and enterprising population, now bereaved and 
lonely, 


“¢ Pajestine sits in sackcloth and ashes. Over it broods the spell of 
a curse that has withered its fields and fettered its energies.” 

** Nazareth is forlorn; about that ford of Jordan, where the hosts of 
Israel entered the Promised Land with songs of rejoicing, one finds 
only a squalid camp of fantastic Bedouins of the desert ; Jericho lies 2 
mouldering ruin. Bethlehem and Bethany, in their poverty and their 
humiliation, have nothing now to remind one that they once knew the 
high honour of the Saviour’s presence ; the hallowed spot where the 
shepherds watched their flocks by night, and where the angels sang 
‘Peace on earth, good will to men,’ is untenanted by any living 
creature. Renowned Jerusalem itself, the stateliest name in history, 
has lost all its ancient grandeur, and is become a pauper village, The 
noted Sea of Galilee, where Roman fleets once rode at anchor and the 
disciples of the Saviour sailed in their ships, was long ago deserted by 
the devotees of war and commerce, and its borders are a silent wilder- 
ness ; Capernaum is a shapeless ruin ; Magdala is the house of beggared 
Arabs ; Bethsaida and Chorazin have vanished from the earth, and the 
‘desert places ’ round about them, where thousands of men once listened 
to the Saviour’s voice, sleep in the hush of a solitude that is inhabited 
only by birds of prey and skulking foxes.” 


That is what the government of the Turk has done 

Mr. GLADSTONE was not far wrong when he spoke of 
clearing him, ze. his government, bag and baggage, out of 
Europe. 

The Turkish peasant is a quiet, industrious creature ; but 
the dissolute Pashas, the governing classes at Constantinople, 
are utterly corrupt—these are the people to be cleared out. 

Let me know the state of a country, and I will tell you 
whether it is governed rightly or not. 


The portions of the earth over which the Turk has ruled 
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for centuries are blighted and blasted, the population has 
dwindled, the soil is sterile, reedy marsh lands have taken 
the place of waving corn-fields, the rivers are choked, the 
harbours are blocked ;—yet once Palestine and Asia Minor 
were the gardens of the Roman empire and the granaries 
of the world ! 


On leaving a large continental hotel, where service has 
been well charged for in the bill, you may resent the file of 
patient domestics, from the head chamber-maid to the 
deputy boots, who eye you out, mutely saying, “Give! 
give !” 

But go you “away down” east, and you will then know 
what blackmail means. 

These French lackeys and Swiss scullions are trifles ; 
these handmaids are poor novices compared to your true 
Arab. 


“Tf you hire a man to sneeze for you,” says TWAIN, pathetically, 
‘and another chooses to help him, you have got to pay both.” 


And he adds, with his usual touch of keen observation— 


‘<How it must have surprised such people to hear the way of salva- 
tion offered them without money and without price !” 


Romance and comfort do not always go together. I 
have often noticed that the picturesque means the ram- 
shackle ; and, much as we may abuse beaten tracks, there 
are advantages in the snug rooms and wholesome food of a 
good hotel, which, like some other good things, come to be 
loved only when lost. 

Let us arrive, fagged out with a hot sun, at the close of a 
long day, with wretched beasts worn to skeletons, ourselves 
dusty and dirty and draggled, very hungry, very sleepy, very 
thirsty, and very cross—say what you will, a bath, a well- 

N 
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cooked dinner and a clean bed have their merits; but, as 
you are a New Pilgrim, this is your lot: 

“We had to camp in an Arab village. We could have slept in the 
largest house, but there were some little drawbacks-—it was populous 
with vermin, it was in no respect cleanly, and there was a family of 
goats in the only bedroom and two donkeys in the parlour.” 

To arise from such dreams as this, and face another and 
another day through the desert, to such another oasis, and 
so on, requires health and what the Roman emperor on his 
death-bed called ‘‘ Equanimity.” 


Pleasant excitement and a deplorable beast carry the 
pilgrim through the fearful perils of the way, which may be 
summed up in the one word “ Bedouin.” 

This eastern bug-bear may be considered as finally ex- 
ploded by Mark Twaln, 

The fierce and predatory Bedouin is as much a luxury 
organized for the delight of travellers as the chained eagle 
of the Alps, the captive chamois, or the castle on the Rhine 
(said by some to be regularly repaired and occasionally built 
by Cook and Gaze). 

Now for the fierce and predatory Bedouin! 

The Eastern traveller is fitted out with an expensive and 
numerous Arab guard, and the Arabs have, of course, to 
provide the robbers, off whom they get their living. 

“‘The Bedouins,” we read, ‘‘that attacked the other parties of 
pilgrims so fiercely, were provided for the occasion by the Arab guards 
of those parties, and shipped from Jerusalem for temporary service as 
Bedouins. They met together in full view of the pilgrims after the 


battle, and took luncheon, divided the dbucksheesh extorted in the season 
of danger, and then accompanied the cavalcade home.” 


Still, without the institution of the Bedouins, the pilgrims 
would find the desert even more blank than it is. The 


following is a specimen of their maintien and deportment in 
the face of imaginary peril :— 
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**T think that we all must have determined on the same line of 
tactics, for it did seem as if we never would get to Jericho. I had a 
notoriously slow horse, but somehow, could not keep him in the rear 
to save my neck. He was for ever showing up in the lead. In such 
cases I trembled a little, and got down to fix my saddle. But it was 
not of any use. The others all got down to fix their saddles too. I 
never saw such a time of saddles. It was the first time any of them 
got out of order for three weeks, and now they had all broken down 
at once.” 


Presently, in good sooth, there is a cry raised, “‘ Bedouins !” 


“Every man shrunk up and disappeared in his clothes like a mud- 
turtle. My first impulse was to dash forward and destroy the Bedouins. 
My second to dash to the rear to see if any more were coming that way. 
I acted on the latter impulse ; and so did all the others. If any Bedouins 
had approached us then from that point of the compass, they would 
haye paid dearly for their rashness. We all remarked that, afterwards, 
there would have been scenes of riot and bloodshed there that no pen 
could describe. I know that, because each man told what he would 
have done, individually ; and such a médley of strange, unheard-of 
inventions of cruelty you could not conceive of.” 


Egypt is at last reached, and of course the pyramids are 
interviewed. The incomparable description of the double 
ascent of Cheops by the pilgrims and the native athletes is 
one of the Twain gems which should be read zx extenso, 
but which in its abridged form is good enough to make 
the head swim and the limbs totter. The pilgrims’ ascent : 


‘‘Each step being full as high as a dinner-table; there being very, 
very many of the steps ; an Arab having hold of each of our arms and 
springing upward from step to step and snatching us with them, forcing 
us to lift our feet as high as our breasts every time, and do it rapidly, 
and keep it up till we were ready to faint, who shall say it is not a 
lively, exhilarating, lacerating, muscle-straining, bone-wrenching, and 
perfectly excruciating and exhausting pastime, climbing the Pyramids ? 
I beseeched the Arabs not to twist a// my joints asunder ; I iterated, 
reiterated, even swore to them that I did not wish to beat anybody to 
the top ; did all I could to convince them that if I got there the last of 
all I would feel blessed above men and grateful to them for ever. 

* * * * * * 
‘© Twice, for one minute, they let me rest while they extorted buck- 
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sheesh, and then continued their maniac flight up the Pyramid. They 
wished to beat the other party. It was nothing to them that I, a 
stranger, must be sacrificed upon the altar of their unholy ambition, 

* * * * * * 

“©On the one hand, a mighty sea of yellow sand stretched away 
towards the ends of the earth, solemn, silent, shorn of vegetation, 
its solitude uncheered by any forms of creature life; on the other, the 
Eden of Egypt was spread below us—a broad green floor, cloven by the 
sinuous river, dotted with villages, its vast distances measured and 
marked by the diminishing stature of receding clusters of palms. It 
lay asleep in an enchanted atmosphere. There was no sound, no 
motion. Above the date plumes in the middle distance swelled a 
domed and pinnacled mass, glimmering through a tinted exquisite mist ; 
away toward the horizon a dozen shapely pyramids watched over ruined 
Memphis; and at our feet the bland, impassable Sphynx looked out 
upon the picture from her throne in the sands as placidly and pensively 
as she had looked upon its like full fifty lagging centuries ago.” 


The Arab’s ascent: 


** The traditional Arab proposed, in the traditional way, to run down 
Cheops, across the eighth of a mile of sand intervening between it and 
the tall pyramid of Cephron, ascend to Cephron’s summit, and return 
to us on the top of Cheops—all in nine minuies by the watch, and the 
whole service to be rendered for a single dollar. In the first flush of 
irritation, I was opposed to giving aid and comfort to this infidel. But 
stay. The upper third of Cephron was coated in dressed marble, smooth 
as glass. A blessed thought entered my brain. He must infallibly 
break his neck. We closed the contract with despatch, and let him go, 
He started. We watched. He went bounding down the vast broadside, 
spring after spring, like an ibex. He grew small and smaller till he 
became a bobbing pigmy, away down toward the bottom—then dis- 
appeared. We turned and peered over the other side. Forty seconds 
—eighty seconds—a hundred—happiness, he is dead already! Two 
minutes and a quarter. ‘There he goes!’ Too true—it was too true. 
He was very small now. Gradually, but surely, he overcame the level 
ground. He began to spring and climb again. Up, up, up; at last 
he reached the smooth coating—now for it. But he clung to it with 
toes and fingers, like a fly. He crawled this way and that—away to 
the right, slanting upward, away to the left, still slanting upward—and 
stood at last, a black peg on the summit, and waved his pigmy scarf ! 
Then he crept downward to the raw steps again, then picked up his agile 
heels and flew. We lost him presently. But presently again we saw 
him under us, mounting with undiminished energy. Shortly he bounded 
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into our midst with a gallant war-whoop. Time—eight minutes, forty- 
one seconds. He had won!” 


I feel this description saves me the trouble of going there. 
It is as good—nay, better, for in reading it you risk neither 
life nor property, and have the luxury of feeling both in 
jeopardy at another’s expense. 


Before taking a peep at Nevada and the silver and gold 
land, I will indulge in an “interlude” on chamber-maids. 
This is to show that Mark Twalrn’s powers of observation 
are always equally active. He does not require the stimulus 
of the Bedouin or the Arab. 

Mary Jane will do. 

This episode is also moral. It is a keen satire upon that 
habit of mind which imputes to others feelings and motives 
to which they may be entire strangers, and so judges them 
on a false issue. 

Half the quarrels and spites of life arise in this way. 

You impute to people your own ill humour; you fancy 
their genial smile is satirical. 

They ask after your health ; you suspect a sinister motive. 

We have all heard of the captious man who met his friend 
Smith one fine day. 

Smith, in bursting health and spirits, slaps Brown on the 
back. 

“ Well, Brown! how d’ye do; and how’s your wife?” 

Brown, bilious and choleric, with a menacing grunt, 
“Hm !—if it comes to that, how’s yours ?” 

The indictment against chamber-maids is a pungent 
specimen of the transference of our own feelings to others, 
of a certain incapacity to see things through their eyes, of 
an unreasoning want of consideration for them, and of an 
utter inability to make allowance for people of neglected 
education and poor intelligence. 
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“* Against all chamber-maids. . . I launch the curse of bachelordom ! 
Because : 

“‘ They always put the pillows at the opposite end of the bed from 
the gas-burner, so that while you read and smoke before sleeping (as is 
the ancient and honoured custom of bachelors), you have to hold your 
book aloft, in an uncomfortable position, to keep the light from dazzling 
your eyes... 

“Tf they cannot get the light in an inconvenient position any other 
way, they move the bed. 

‘If you pull your trunk out six inches from the wall, so that the lid 
will stay up when you open it, they always shove that trunk back again. 
They do it on purpose. 

«They always put your boots into inaccessible places. They chiefly 

njoy depositing them as far under the bed as the wall will permit. It 
is because this compels you to get down in an undignified attitude and 
make wild sweeps for them in the dark with the bootjack. .. . 

“They always put the matchbox in some other place. They hunt up 
a new place for it every day, and put up a bottle, or other perishable 
glass thing, where the box stood before. This is to cause you to break 
that glass thing, groping in the dark, and get yourself into trouble. . . . 

“«They always save up all the old scraps of printed rubbish you throw 
on the floor, and stack them up carefully on the table, and start the fire 
with your valuable manuscripts. If there is any one particular old 
scrap that you are more down on than any other, and which you are 
gradually wearing out your life trying to get rid of, you may take all the 
pains you possibly can in that direction, but it won’t be of any use, 
because they will always fetch that old scrap back and put it in the 
same old place again every time. It does them good. 

““They keep always trying to make your bed before you get up, thus 
destroying your rest and inflicting agony upon you; but after you get 
up, they don’t come any more till next day.” 


This is rather rough on Mary Jane, but not a bit rougher 
than we are apt to be upon some other people whom we 
dislike or do not care to understand, or towards whom we 
entertain one of those indescribable antipathies which 
belong to the magnetic region of the occult sympathies. 


But we must now hie to wilder regions, in which Mark 
TWAIN is as much at home as Bret Harte. 
Once in the rough mining regions, adventure, imagery, 
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tragedy, comedy succeed each other with bewildering ease 
and rapidity, and— 

“*Information,” as he remarks, ‘‘ stews out of him like otto of roses 
out of the otter.” 

Here we read how the mining bubble companies are 
floated, by adventufers arriving in large numbers with 
little lumps of mineral full of gold or silver ore, and per- 
suading their ready dupes that in some distant territory the 
whole soil is of that peculiar make. 

Here we learn how fortunes are won and lost; the odd 
rules of business, and the odder morality, and the oddest 
immorality. Indeed, the appalling scenes of violence and 
murder which pass before our eyes leave us bewildered and 
stunned, as we read of the bully Arkansas, the famous “ old 
Sledge,” and “Slumgullion” drinkers, or the portentous 
Slade. 


Scene—a rude bar-room. Enter Arkansas, with revolvers 
in his belt and bowie-knives in his boots. 

This is the great mining bully, dreaded, admired, and 
always “suffering for a fight.” He is bent on one now. 
The meek landlord is his victim to-day. He means to 
goad him into a quarrel. Arkansas had been at the inn 
three days, and got no one to fight. On the fourth morning 
Arkansas got drunk. Presently Johnson the landlord came 
in, just comfortably social with whiskey. 


“<T reckon the Pennsylvania ‘lection ’ began the inoffensive 


host. 

‘‘Arkansas raised his finger impressively, and Johnson stopped. 
Arkansas rose unsteadily, and confronted him. Said he— 

‘¢¢ Wha—what do you know a—about Pennsylvania? Answer me 
that. Wha—what do you know ’bout Pennsylvania ?’ 

‘«<T was only goin’ to say H 

*©¢ You was only goin’ to say. You was! You was only goin’ to 
say—what was you goin’ to say! That’s it! That’s what Z want to 
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know. JZ want to know wha—what you (4zc)—what you know about 
Pennsylvania, since youre makin’ yourself so d—d free. Answer me 
that !’ 

“©<Mr, Arkansas, if you’d only let me 

<¢¢ Who’s a-hinderin’ you? Don’t you insinuate nothing agin me !— 
don’t you do it. Don’t you come in here bullyin’ around, and cussin’, 
and goin’ on like a lunatic—don’t you doit. ’CozZwon’t stand it. If 
fight’s what you want, out with it! I’m your man! Out with it!’ 

“‘Said Johnson, backing into a corner, Arkansas following menac- 
ingly— 

<¢ “Why, I never said nothing, Mr. Arkansas. You don’t give a man 
no chance. I was only goin’ to say that Pennsylvania was goin’ to 
have an election next week—that was all—that was everything I was 
goin’ to say. I wish I may never stir if it wasn’t.’ 

“¢* Well, then why d’n’t you say it? What did you come swellin’ 
around that way for, and tryin’ to raise trouble ?’ 

“«¢ Why, I didn’t come swellin’ around, Mr. Arkansas. I just-——’ 

«*T’ma liar, am I! Ger—reat Cesar’s ghost ‘ 

“¢ With that Arkansas began to shoot, and the landlord to clamber 
over benches and men and every sort of obstacle in a frantic desire to 
escape.” 


These atrocious viliains seem to have had their use. 

They provided the only type of unscrupulous rowdy which 
was respected by the other rowdies. 

A man as absolutely indifferent to the lives of others as 
to his own was a power in that wild land, and the Govern- 
ment occasionally placed such men in a kind of authority 
over certain rough districts, and they found their vocation 
there in shooting down and bowie-kniving all who refused to 
obey the rude laws which served to protect property in the 
lone silver land, if not life. 

It is some comfort to know that the end of these 
unprincipled swashbucklers was invariably to be stuck in 
the back, shot, or hanged. 


The old mail-coach, 


‘* With six wild mules, ee) could with difficulty be prevented from 
climbing the trees,” 
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yields one or two striking episodes. Here is one: 


“And once, in the night, they attacked the stage-coach when a 
district judge, of Nevada territory, was the only passenger, and with 
their first volley of arrows (and a bullet or two) they riddled the stage 
curtains, wounded a horse or two, and mortally wounded the driver. 
The latter was full of pluck, and so was his passenger. At the driver’s 
call Judge Nott flung himself out, clambered to the box and seized the 
reins of the team, and away they plunged, through the racing mob of 
skeletons and under a hurtling storm of missiles. The stricken driver 
had sunk down on the boot as soon as he was wounded, but had held 
on to the reins, and said he would manage to keep hold of them till 
relieved. And after they were taken from his relaxing grasp, he lay 
with his head between Judge Nott’s feet, and tranquilly gave directions 
about the road. He said he believed he could live till the miscreants 
were outrun and left behind, and that if he managed that, the main 
difficulty would be at an end; and then, if the judge drove so and so 
(giving directions about bad places in the road, and general course), he 
would reach the next station without trouble. The judge distanced the 
enemy, and at last rattled up to the station, and knew that the night’s 
perils were done ; but there was no comrade-in-arms for him to rejoice 
with, for the soldierly driver was dead.” 


The Penny Post comes in for its share of dashing 
description, which runs us a little out of breath. 

The Penny Post would go from Missouri to California, 
1900 miles, in eight days. So riders were always in the 
saddle, with four hundred horses on the gallop. The speed 
was about ten miles an hour, and a horse would go fifty 
miles at a stretch. 


‘¢We had had a consuming desire, from the beginning, to see a 
pony-rider, but somehow or other all that passed us and all that met us 
managed to streak by in the night, and so we heard only a whiz and a 
hail, and the swift phantom of the desert was gone before we could get 
our heads out of the windows. But now we were expecting one along 
every moment, and would see him in broad daylight. Presently the 
driver exclaims— 

‘¢ ¢HERE HE COMES !’ 

“‘Every neck is stretched further, and every eye strained wider. 
Away across the endless dead level of the prairie a black speck appears 
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against the sky, and it is plain that it moves. Well, I should think so ! 
In a second or two it becomes a horse and rider, rising and falling, 
rising and falling—sweeping toward us nearer and nearer—growing 
more and more distinct, more and more sharply defined—nearer and 
still nearer, and the flutter of the hoofs comes faintly to the ear ; 
another instant a whoop and a hurrah from all of us, a wave of the 
rider’s hand, but no reply, and man and horse burst past our excited 
faces, and go winging away like a belated fragment of a storm !” 


Put Mark Twain on to mountain, lake, a storm at sea, 
a prairie fire, or a volcano, and you need not pull out your 
photographic apparatus. 

His mind is a retentive lens. 

He writes with the picture before him; no outline or 
tint escapes him. 

Touch after touch works up the elaborate finish until 
the whole stands out perfect, and far more indelible and 
indestructible than any photograph or painting or sketch, 


I now come to my second interlude. This time it is on 
Animals, 

TWAIN is a very Landseer in prose. 

I wish I could give you his old horse—alas ! too familiar 
to us all—who was so old and weak that he could do 
nothing but lean up against a wall and think, or his 
rabbit jackass of the prairie. But his camel I must not 
omit. Here we have the old trick of attributing to animals 
our own motives and feelings. 

Their faces become human as we look; their acts are 
full of intention, caprice, wantonness, villany, craft, passion, 
malice. 

The delicate irony sometimes blazes up into the broadest 
and most extravagant humour, as in his description of the 
camel. 

But the master work is not the wit; it is the astonishing 
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portrait of the very camel and all his works that remains 
riveted on the mind. 


“‘In Syria once, at the headwaters of the Jordan, a camel took 
charge of my overcoat while the tents were being pitched, and examined 
it with a critical eye, all over, with as much interest as if he had an idea 
of getting one made like it ; and then, after he was done figuring on it 
as an article of apparef, he began to contemplate it as an article of diet. 
He put his foot on it, and lifted one of the sleeves out with his teeth, 
and chewed and chewed at it, gradually taking it in, and all the while 
opening and closing his eyes in a kind of religious ecstasy, as if he had 
never tasted anything so good as an overcoat before in his life. Then 
he smacked his lips once or twice, and reached after the other sleeve. 
Next he tried the velvet collar, and smiled a smile of such contentment 
that it was plain to see that he regarded that as the daintiest thing about 
an overcoat. The tails went next, along with some percussion caps and 
cough candy, and some fig-paste from Constantinople. And then my 
newspaper correspondence dropped out, and he took a chance in that— 
manuscript letters written for the home papers. But he was treading on 
dangerous ground now. He began to come across solid wisdom in 
those documents that was weighty on his stomach ; and occasionally he 
would take a joke that would shake him up till it loosened his teeth ; it 
was getting to be perilous times with him, but he held his grip with 
good courage and hopefully, till at last he began to stumble on state- 
ments that not even a camel could swallow with impunity. He began 
to gag and gasp, and his eyes to ‘stand out, and his forelegs to spread, 
and in about a quarter of a minute he fell over as stiff as a carpenter’s 
workbench, and died a death of indescribable agony. I went and 
pulled the manuscript out of his mouth, and found that the sensitive 
creature had choked to death on one of the mildest and gentlest state- 
ments of fact that I ever laid before a trusting public.” 


The still more wonderful description of the cayotte 
pursued by a dog, is too long to quote. 


The “ Tramp Abroad ” is at once diffuse and racy. 

Tramp it is not. Other people’s feet are used ; journeys 
are taken on mules, coaches, boats by deputy, or even by 
imagination pure and simple. 

Harris, the agent, is a good figure. 

He does the dirty work—goes to see the dull or incon- 
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venient places, is sent to face any disagreeables or dangers, 
and is compelled to put himself at any moment into any 
awkward or humiliating position, that would otherwise 
discompose the serenity or impair the comfort of the chief 
traveller and historian. 

Some ladies boast of having made twenty miles in a day. 
Of course Twarn will not be outdone; but, idlest of 
travellers, he happened to have made none. It was 
necessary, however, to asseverate the reverse, so he mildly 
observes— 

“*T could not lie, so I told Harris to do it.” 


Most Anglo-Saxons and Americans experience an in- 
vincible difficulty in bowing, or in generally being polite in 
the right way, according to foreign ideas. 

Indeed this is a serious question. 

To catch every one’s eye and nod, just enough and no 
more, when you sit down at a Zable a’héite ; to do the same 
when you get up ; to judge whether the particular eye you aim 
at opposite belongs to a foreigner, who likes bowing and 
will return yours, or to a countryman, who hates bowing 
and will stare you out of countenance ;—these were problems 
which Twain solved by deputy: “ Harris had to do it.” 
Then, if the bow was returned, Twain did it; if not, both 
could stalk out, but only one had been snubbed. 


By the way, I have often wondered why Thackeray never 
wrote a “ Roundabout” on “bowing.” 

It is one of those dreadful social—I had almost said 
“evils,” which concern alike every gentleman and every 
snob. 

“To bow or not to bow” is often an absorbing, even 
agonizing question. 

The difficulty is by no means confined to bowing abroad ; 
bowing at home is often quite as serious a nuisance. 
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To bow just in the right way to everybody, and do it right 
each time (suppose, for instance, you meet the same person 
six times a day at Brighton), requires so much presence of 
mind that absence of body is almost preferable. 

I remember John Parry used to do it at the piano. 

Up and down the Esplanade, walk the victims of each 
other’s salutation. 

The first time they meet, they stop, shake hands cordially, 
and chat a moment. 

The next time, they exchange a warm “ How d’ye do?” 

The third time, a hasty “Here we are again!” 
accompanied by a feverish smile. 

The fourth time, they hurry past with an excited nod. 

The fifth time, they rush by with averted heads. 

The sixth, they see the horrible crisis from afar, and turn 
tail: the situation has grown untenable, and they have 
driven each other from the Esplanade. 

But this is only one case. 

I asked Hawfinch, who goes everywhere, what he did at 
an “at home” when he met his hostess about a dozen times 
face to face in the same evening. He said promptly, 
“‘T never meet her but once; if I chance to come upon her 
again, I always say, ‘Ta! ta!’ after which neither of us 
need speak or notice each other, for I’m supposed to be 
gone.” 

A good hostess is in a better position than her guests ; 
she has her little phrase which she says to everybody. 

I have been met three times in the same evening by a 
late lamented lady of fashion with the same beaming smile, 
and she always said, ‘Tea in the next room!” 

This did capitally; it enabled you to hurry off in that 
direction. 

Another hostess adopts the phrase, ‘Oh! B—— is dying 
to know you!” and gazes vaguely for B——, 
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This does well, for it enables “er to hurry off in the 
pursuit of the mythical B——. 

But what are you to do when you meet a friend with whom 
your wife has had a difference ? or when Jones, who serves 
you in Regent Street, takes off his hat to you at Margate, or 
offers to shake hands with you at the Louvre? or when you 
meet a lady who is not quite sure that you remember her, 
or, worse still, a lady who is not quite sure that she 
remembers you ? and when you are doubtful, is it better to 
bow? or when you have taken off your hat to the wrong 
person, or actually stopped to speak, what on earth are you 
to do then P 

If you have a bad memory for faces, or are known, like 
most public men, to a number of people whom you don’t 
know, are you to bow right and left, and be thought insane ; 
or are you to cut half the people who expect recognition, 
and be thought churlish ? 

I declare, I have lain awake worrying over these affecting 
problems after making some unusually bad mistake. Buta 
new side of the question turned up the other day. 

It was owing to my last Tramp Abroad. 

I was surprised and comforted, on crossing the Channel, 
to find that difficulties which I supposed to be confined to 
the awkward and insular Briton, or at most his American 
brother, had begun, perhaps through our barbaric ways, to 
work the once invariably polite Gaul 

No doubt, as Mark Twain has pointed out, one of the 
most agonizing incidents of foreign travel is this same practice 
of universal salutation—standing with one’s hat off out-of- 
doors, when addressing a lady, or in the presence of govern- 
ment flunkies ; capping people you never knew because they 
happen to know the friend you are walking with ; bowing to 
the shoeblack at your hotel, to the scullion in the yard, to 
the chamber-maid on the stairs, to the secretary, to the shop- 
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girl, to the indefinite female character seated at the desk in 
all the cafés, to the people at the ¢adle a’héte, in the railway 
or omnibus, and I know not where besides ! 

Well, I confess I thought all this was understood abroad ; 
I went about saying, “How beautiful is this custom! how 
much we have to learn in politeness !” 

. . . e. . 

I did alittle of it with great difficulty myself, and pretended 
to like it, and looked surprised and shocked when any one 
voted the whole business a bore ! 

Judge, then, of my astonishment upon reading the follow- 
ing note in the Paris Figaro -— 

‘‘Ought one to salute on entering a railway, omnibus, etc.? This 
question, which we have submitted to our readers, has been answered 
differently by many correspondents. Out of twenty, eight are affirmative, 
twelve are negative ; we select the following replies. <Affrmative :— 

“«« When you get into a train, you enter a private or a public place, 
whichever you may choose to consider it. In raising your hand to your 
hat, you simply act in a polite manner to strangers who will do the like 
to you when they alight ; ’tis a simple rule of good company.’ 

“‘Here is the Vegatzve : 

***Never whilst I live! I have paid for my place, I take it, and 
occupy it like the rest: they are prepared to growl at me the instant I 
get in, it is needless to salute them.’ 

‘* Here is another Vegatzve: 

“©* No; no more need to bow in a railway than at aca/¢ or restaurant : 
you might as well bow on entering a circus! Notice the people who 
bow ; they either look nervously timid, silly, or like people afraid of the 
police.’” 

But the most remarkable sentence is this closing opinion 
of the editor of the Figaro: “ This last negative opinion ts on 
the whole our own!” Now, upon this truly awful and 
complex subject of continental bowing, I almost hesitate to 
pronounce an opinion, but one of two things is clear. 

Either bowing is essential to politeness, or it is not ; if it 
is, the influence of the rude Briton is rapidly corrupting the 
polite Frenchman, who evidently won’t go on bowing with- 
out a return, in which case the Briton is an importer of bad 
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manners; or if all this bowing is not essential to politeness, 
why then the Briton is a public and courageous benefactor, 
a model of good sense, and the Frenchman ought to be 
thankful for being corrected. 

I should like to believe this, but I have some qualms. 

As naturally practised abroad, a certain almost universal 
grace of manner, of which this bowing is a part, seems to 
me to add sweetness and dignity to life. 

I don’t think it can be imported into England, but I 
confess I should be as sorry to see the Frenchman or 
Italian give up his bow in imitation of the Englishman (as 
the editor of the French /igavo seems to propose), as I 
should be annoyed to see the English shopkeeper adopting 
the foreign practice of haggling over the price of his 
goods. 

Alas ! how truly has some one said, ‘‘ When nations meet, 
they exchange their vices, not their virtues!” 

Personally, as to bowing at home, I intend to err steadily 
on the wrong side; but when I am in France and Italy, I 
intend to do as much like the foreigner as I can, short of 
wearing out my hat or wagging off my head! We have not, 
unfortunately, all got Harris to do it for us. 

Harris, indeed, must have been in every way a model 
courier and compagnon de voyage. He is not only invited 
to bow promiscuously and vicariously, but he is set on to talk 
to doubtful people, to entertain bores, to risk remarks in 
foreign tongues, and generally to occupy embarrassing 
situations. 

But even Harris draws the line at suicide, to which he is 
at one time politely incited by his unscrupulous associate. 

On one of the lofty summits of the Alps, it occurred to 
the daring and enterprising Twain that, as all were armed 
with umbrellas, and the descent was likely to be tedious, 
the umbrella might be used as a parachute, 
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One of the party would, of course, go over the precipice 
first, just to see how the thing acted; and, the idea being 
novel and brilliant, Twarn, with some emotion, had the 
generosity to sacrifice himself (although it was his own con- 
ception), and offer Harris the “gas.” Harris declined to 
take it. 

The honour of first descending by parachute is then 
offered to the guide, who declines, and serzatim to all the 
company, and the idea, strange to say, has at last to be 
abandoned. 

This proves the enterprise and generosity of Twarn, and 
the pusillanimity of his companions, Harris amongst them. 

The object of this and many other like narratives in “‘The 
Tramp ” is to show the immense superiority of the writer to 
every one else ; and, let me add, this appears to be the main 
end of a good many autobiographies, which I need not 
further specify. 


The student of “The Tramp” will not fail to be deeply 
affected by the great duel between M. Gamperta and 
M. Fourtrovu, in which no one is injured except, by his own 
account, Twain, who, with his usual candour and veracity, 
admits that he was M. Gampetra’s second, and that when 
M. Fourrou fired, although no shot ever touched the great 
French statesman, his portly form sank back upon his less 
stalwart second and doubled him up, putting him to serious 
snconvenience, and breaking many of his bones. 


The German eating, the German love-making, the German 
student-fighting, the German language, and the German 
sausage, all lend themselves in turn to something like 
literary vivisection. 

Twain is not the first, nor will he be the last, who has 
felt bitter about the German cases and genders. The dev, 

oO 
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das, den, and dem are very properly marshalled, condemned, 
and dismissed with the contempt they deserve. 


‘Meine gute Freunde, Meines gute Freunde, Meinez gute Freundez, 
and den and dem until one feels one might better go without friends in 
Germany than take all this trouble about them. ‘What a bother,’ he 
cries, ‘it is to decline a good male!’ But that is nothing to the trouble 
we are landed in by the female! Every man has a gender, and there 
is no sense or system in the distribution. In German a young lady has 
no sex, while a turnip has. Thus you say— 

“«* Wilhelm, where is the turnip ?’ 

«¢¢ She has gone to the kitchen.’ 

6¢ Or— 

*«* Where is the accomplished young lady ?” 

«Tt has gone to the opera !’” 


The beautiful plan of putting jumbled compounds 
together, is happily illustrated in the following bit of neat 
penny a lining extracted from a Mannheim paper :— 

_ In the daybeforeyesterdayshortlyafter eleveno’clock night, the 

inthistownstandingtavern called ‘The Waggoner’ was downburnt. 
When the fire to the onthedownburninghouseresting storks’ nest 
reached, flew the parent storks away. But when the bytheraging 
fire surrounded nest z¢se/f caught fire, straightway plunged the quick- 
returning mother-stork into the flames and died, her wings over her 
young ones outspread.” 

I wish I could pause to give that entire and exhaustive 
instruction in the German language, to be found in the 
Appendix, from which I have extracted these gems; but, 
as ARTEMUS WARD used to say, I should soon “find that I 
had exceeded my time.” 


In this Tramp there are flashes which often remind us of 
poor Artemus. They are not frequent, but the influence 
of the earlier master is as manifest as in a school picture. 

Such is the saying about Baden :— 

“‘T left my rheumatism there; Baden-Baden is welcome to it. It 


was little, but it was all I had to give. I should have liked to leave 
something more catching, but it was not in my power.” 
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But the sly bit about the cuckoo clock, which is finely 
explosive towards the close, with the most caustic dig at 
the critics, deserves unabridged quotation. It is Twarn, 
the whole Twain, and nothing but the Twain. 


‘* For years my pet aversion had been the cuckoo clock ; now here I 
was, at last, right in theecreature’s home; so wherever I went, that 
distressing ‘o0-hoo ! hoo-hoo! hoo-hoo !’ was always in my ears. For 
a nervous man this was a fine state of things. Some sounds are 
hatefuller than others, but no sound is quite so inane, and silly, and 
aggravating as the ‘/o0-hoo’ of a cuckoo clock, I think. I bought one, 
and am carrying it home to a certain person’s ; for I have always said 
that if the opportunity ever happened, I would do that man an ill-turn. 
What I meant was that I would break one of his legs, or something of 
that sort ; but in Lucerne I instantly saw that I could impair his mind. 
That would be more lasting, and more satisfactory every way. So I 
bought the cuckoo clock ; and if I ever get home with it, he is ‘my 
meat,’ as they say in the mines. I thought of another candidate—a 
book reviewer, whom I could name if I wanted to—but after thinking 
it over, I didn’t buy hima clock. I couldn’t injure his mind.” 


I consider that Twain is, as a rule, exceedingly fair, 
even in his most sportive criticisms ; but I do not always 
agree with his opinions, even when they are evidently half 
serious. 

I do not admit that— 


‘Listening to WAGNER’S music is like having toothache in the pit 
of the stomach.” 


I do not admit that there is no music in “ Lohengrin, 
except the “ Wedding Chorus,” which is, of course, a pretty 
passable snatch of melody fit for the pert pages who sing it, 
but his amusing satire at the expense of the salaried and 
superannuated tenors is quite just and equally harmless. 


“The lady was full of the praises of the head-tenor, who had per- 
formed in a Wagner opera the night before, and went on to enlarge 
upon his old and prodigious fame, and how many honours had been 
lavished upon him by the princely houses of Germany. Here was 
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another surprise. I had attended that very opera, in the person of my 
agent, and had made close and accurate observations. So I said— 

<*¢ Why, madam, my experience warrants me in stating that that 
tenor’s voice is not a voice at all, but only a shriek—the shriek of a 
hyena.’ 

“© © That is very true,’ she said ; ‘he cannot sing now. It is already 
many years that he has lost his voice, but in other times he sang—yes, 
divinely ! So whenever he comes now, you shall see—yes, that the 
theatre will not hold the people. /awohl bet Gott! his voice is 
wunderschon in that past time.’ 

‘¢The English-speaking German gentleman who went with me to the 
opera there, was brimming with enthusiasm over that tenor. He said— 

“© * Ach Gott! a great man! Youshallsee him. He is so celebrate 
in all Germany ; and he hasa pension, yes, from the government. He 
is not obliged to sing now, only twice every year; but if he not sing 
twice each year they take him his pension away.’ 

“* Very well, we went. When the renowned old tenor appeared I 
got a nudge and an excited whisper— 

“< © Now you see him !’ 

‘But the ‘celebrate’ was an astonishing disappointment to me. If 
he had been behind a screen, I should have supposed they were per- 
forming a surgical operation on him. I looked at my friend. To my 
great surprise he seemed intoxicated with pleasure; his eyes were 
dancing with eager delight. When the curtain at last fell, he burst 
into the stormiest applause, and kept it up until the afflictive tenor had 
come three times before the curtain to make his bow. While the 
glowing enthusiast was swabbing the perspiration from his face, I said— 

“**T don’t mean the least harm, but really, now, do you think he can 
sing ?’ 

“*Him! Wo! Gott in Himmel, aber, how he has been able to sing 
twenty-five years ago!’ Then pensively. ‘Ach, no, zow he not sing 
any more; he only cry. When he think he sing now, he not sing at 
all, no; he only make like a cat which is unwell.’ ” 


VI. 
BRET HARTE. 


VI. 
BRET HARTE. 


won| WILL say a few words only about Bret Harve. 
: Rather than not “do him justice,” as the 
saying is, it might have been better to leave 
besa?) him out of my list altogether; but perhaps even 
bis Beret tribute to a life-work yet in progress, may not 
be thought out of place at the close of this volume. 


Brer HarTE is a man of few jokes but much humour. 

The little he has to say is new, and the world does not 
seem to mind how often he says it. 

The shorter he is the racier. When long, he invariably 
runs to seed. 

The sphere of his attempt is wide, the range of his power 
narrow. 


The strangeness of the new mise en scéne took the Old 
World by storm ; it not unnaturally asked for more. It has 
got draught after draught, but never a draught so strong 
as the “Luck of Roaring Camp;” never one so sweet as 
“Santa Claus,” so witching as “ Miggles,” so naive as “ Mliss,” 
so weird and genuine as “ The Outcasts of Poker’s Flat.” 

Poem after poem has dropt from the same facile pen ; 
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patriotic songs on the right side, seizing the pathetic and 
poetic aspects of the great struggle between North and South. 

Songs with a ring of LowE t, but less firm and less strong 
and masterful; with a ring of Pog, but without Por’s 
demon; with a ring of Longfellow, without his simple grace 
and tenderness. 

But amongst them all, to my mind there is never another 
song like the “Plain Language of Truthful James” about 
the heathen Chinee. 

He suddenly strikes ‘ile and finds his element.” 

A feature not the loveliest is caught as by the rays of 
nexorable sunlight and fixed for ever. 

To the average European it is a- statement, delicious, new, 
and perfectly convincing. 

Few of us in England know much about the Chinaman. 

He is one of the side-lights of modern life. 

His characteristics are in danger of being overlooked. 

There is good in him, which in other papers like “ Wan 
Lee” has been duly recognized—patience, fidelity, and 
singular skill, and an almost stoical resignation; but here, 
at any rate, is some evil of him incomparably told : 


s* PLAIN LANGUAGE FROM TRUTHFUL JAMES, 


** Which I wish to remark— 
And my language is plain— 
That for ways that are dark, 
And for tricks that are vain, 
The Heathen Chinee is peculiar, 
Which the same I would rise to explain, 


§ Ah-Sin was his name 3 
And I shall not deny 
In regard to the same 
What that name might imply: 
But his smile it was pensive and childlike, 
As I frequent remark’d to Bill Nye. 
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**Tt was August the third ; 
And quite soft was the skies : 
Which it might be inferr’d 
That Ah-Sin was likewise ; 
Yet he play’d it that day upon William 
And me in a way I despise. 


** Which wé&had a small game, 
And Ah-Sin took a hand: 
It was euchre. The same 
He did not understand ; 
But he smiled as he sat by the table, 
With the smile that was childlike and bland. 


** Vet the cards they were stock’d 
In a way that I grieve ; 
And my feelings were shock’d 
At the state of Nye’s sleeve,— 
Which was stuft’d full of aces and bowers, 
And the same with intent to deceive. 


** But the hands that were played 
By that Heathen Chinee, 
And the points that he made, 
Were quite frightful to see,— 
Till at last he put down a right bower, 
Which the same Nye had dealt unto me. 


*¢ Then I look’d up at Nye, 
And he gazed upon me 3 
And he rose with a sigh, 
And said—‘ Can this be ? 
We are ruined by Chinese cheap labour,’— 
And he went for that Heathen Chinee. 


6° Tn the scene that ensued 
I did not take a hand ; 
But the floor it was strew’d 
Like the leaves on the strand, 
With the cards that Ah-Sin had been hiding, 
In the game ‘he did not understand.’ 
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‘*Tn his sleeves, which were long, 
He had twenty-four packs,— 
Which was coming it strong, 
Yet I state but the facts ; 
And we found on his nails, which were taper, 
What is frequent in tapers—that’s wax. 


“‘ Which is why I remark, 
And my language is plain, 
That for ways that are dark, 
And for tricks that are vain, 
The Heathen Chinee is peculiar : 
Which the same I am free to maintain.” 


Though slight and incidental, there is no other lyric by 
Bret Har TE so perfect in form, so gently insidious in satire, 
so strong in conception, so firm in touch as this; just as 
there is no prose idyll so complete, pathetic, and direct in 
new emotional impact as the ‘‘ Luck of Roaring Camp.” 

“‘Santa Claus” approaches it, “‘ Miggles” is a formidable 
rival, and there is not a page of Bret Harre which does 
not contain flashes of power, quaint turns and conceits of 
language, which can only come from a man who sees for 
himself with the eye of genius; and feels with the fresh 
heart of a little child; but he culminates unawares, and 
cannot repeat his successes. 


No man, I should say, had his powers less at command, 
though apparently always able and ready to write, and write 
well. 

No man shows so clearly when he writes about what he > 
“knows,” and when he writes about what he has “ got up,” 
when he writes to please himself, and when he writes to 
please others. 

In the romance of Californian life ; in the wild scenes of 
the New World; in the strange points of contact between 
the effete civilizations of Europe and the rough, raw material 
of new mining America; in those weird border lands of 


Bret Harte. 203 


crime and heroism, where the dark spots in conventional 
virtue are used to set off the bright spots of habitual vice— 
there he is at home. 

Whenever, as in the lengthy romance of “Gabriel Conroy,” 
he attempts to mix up these elements with the general flow 
and routine of congmercial, industrial, professional, and social 
life—clever, pains-taking, elaborate as is the performance, 
we lose the unique flavour. 

Bret Harve diluted almost ceases to be BRET HaRTE ; 
he at once becomes California and water. 

Give me the undiluted “ Miggles,” the unadulterated 
“‘ Poker’s Flat.” 


Bret Harte has a gospel, in spite of his protest to the 
contrary. 

He preaches it informally, but not the less effectually. 

It is the old gospel of Belief in Human Nature which is 
to be found in the New Testament, and which has been 
forgotten by most modern theologians. 

He preaches the virtue of the Publican, the purity of the 
Harlot, the lovableness of the Sinner. 

The Author of the Christian religion, if I remember 
rightly, gave great offence by maintaining a somewhat 
similar paradox, when, turning to the self-satisfied and 
respectable people of the day, He remarked, “ Verily I say 
unto you, that the Publicans and the Harlots go into the 
kingdom of God before you.” 

It seems that this truth is constantly in danger of being 
trampled upon, and that the human conscience is always 
infinitely grateful to any one who will reproclaim it boldly. 

Yes! there is something in the nature of every man 
greater than himself—something which he needs must love 
even when he betrays it. 

Nothing can quite drown the divine undertone: the light 
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in every man by which he must be saved is too well lit 
ever to be put out, however it may be blown in the winds 
of passion and dimmed in the fogs of vice. 


As a moralist, when Bret Harte has said that a man 
seeming to be bad is good—ay, better than he himself knows, 
or seeming to be good is bad, worse than he dreams, he has 
said all he has to say ; and of life generally, he would probably 
affirm, with COLERIDGE, that both good and bad men are 
less so than they seem. 

But the value of BRer Hartr’s protest does not lie in the 
direction of “ Lady Audley’s Secret,” as when he says, “ The 
greatest scamp had a Raffaelle face, with a profusion of 
blonde hair,” for, alas! we are quite ready to believe that 
people may be less good than they appear ;—but rather in the 
divine secret, the secret of the Christian method as taught 
by the Master—that other belief, that people are less bad 
than they seem. 

This faith it would appear impossible to keep to the 
fore. Yet this is so indispensable, that whenever it is 
stated lovingly, pathetically, and conscientiously the heart 
leaps up with gratitude and joy. 

A thousand cobwebs are swept away. 

We live in the delight and luxury of a recovered world. 

We are no longer fastidious, even about the form. 

Vulgarity, slang, impropriety, strangeness—everything in 
the narrative becomes accidental, unimportant. 

The message is all in all. 

The pearl of great price is found. 

For this will a man surrender even all that he has; he 
will buy the field with the rubble and the rock, so only he 
may get with it the hidden treasure. 


So the “Luck of Roaring Camp” stood the fire of 
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criticism which raged against it both before and after its 
appearance. 

The narrative turns on the way in which one touch of 
nature, one tender human instinct, is able to transform what 
is coarse and brutal and selfish into what is manly, decent, 
law-abiding, and even tender. 

The helplessness of infancy checks the grossness of 
violence and greed. 

The men are raised unconsciously and spontaneously by 
one genuine, unselfish human interest, external to them- 
selves and to their grovelling pursuit of gold. 

The little baby, the “ Luck of Roaring Camp,” offspring 
of Cherrokee Sal, a lost woman who dies and leaves this 
frail memory behind her, alone, unprotected, in the hands 
of these rough miners; the care of it, their love for it, 
their unflagging and passionate interest in it ;—this is the 
deeply pathetic, often the deeply humorous, note of 
Roaring Camp. 

How the profanity abates, how new thoughts and feelings 
are born, how the better life is called forth in the hearts 
of these coarse men and eircles round the child like an 
aureole, it is needless here to relate. 

The catastrophe is typical, and combines that high local 
colouring with a certain affecting choice of incident, which 
gives such a charm to these Californian pictures : 


“‘ The winter of 1851 will long be remembered in the foot hills. The 
snow lay deep on the Sierras, and every mountain creek became a 
river, and every river a lake. Each gorge and gulch was transformed 
into a tumultuous water-course that descended the hill sides, tearing 
down giant trees and scattering its drift and dédvis along the plain. 
Red Dog had been twice under water, and Roaring Camp had been 
forewarned. ‘Water put the gold into them gulches,’ said Stumpy. 
‘It’s been here once, and will be here again!’ And that night the 
North Fork suddenly leaped over its banks and swept up the triangular 
valley of Rearing Camp, 
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“‘In the confusion of rushing water, crashing trees, and crackling 
timber, and the darkness which seemed to flow with the water and blot 
out the fair valley, but little could be done to collect the scattered 
camp. When the morning broke, the cabin of Stumpy, nearest the 
river-bank, was gone. Higher up the gulch they found the body of 
its unlucky owner; but the pride, the hope, the joy, the Luck of 
Roaring Camp had disappeared. They were returning with sad hearts 
when a shout from the bank recalled them. 

“*Tt was a relief boat from down the river. They had picked up, they 
said, a man and an infant, nearly exhausted, about two miles below. 
Did anybody know them, and did they belong here? 

“It needed but a glance to show them Kentuck lying there, cruelly 
crushed and bruised, but still holding the Luck of Roaring Camp in his 
arms. As they bent over the strangely assorted pair, they saw that 
the child was cold and pulseless. ‘He is dead,’ said one. Kentuck 
opened his eyes. ‘Dead?’ he repeated feebly. ‘Yes, my man; 
and you are dying too.’ A smile lit the eyes of the expiring Kentuck. 
‘Dying !’ he repeated ; ‘he’s a taking me with him. Tell the boys 
I’ve got the Luck with me now ;’ and the strong man, clinging to the 
frail babe as a drowning man is said to cling to a straw, drifted away 
into the shadowy river that flows for ever to the unknown sea.” 


The ‘Luck of Roaring Camp” adds one more to the list 
of masterpieces that precisely on account of their excellence 
and novelty have been rejected or misunderstood. 

We know that CHARLOTTE BRONTE had difficulty in find 
ing a publisher for “Jane Eyre ;” WasuincTon IRvING’s 
“«Sketch-book” had to be piloted by WaLrerR Scort ; and 
even “ Waverley ” itself lay on the shelf for years. 

The story of the ‘‘ Luck,” as given by BREr Harte him- 
self, is equally instructive and amusing. 

It was, as he tells us, his first attempt to produce a dis- 
tinctive Californian romance. 

It was written for the Overland Monthly, of which he 
was the editor. 


**T had not yet received the proof-sheets, when I was suddenly sum- 
moned to the office of the publisher, whom I found standing, the picture 
of dismay and anxiety, with the proof before him, My indignation snd 
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stupefaction can be well understood, when I was told that the printer, 
instead of returning the proofs to me, submitted them to the publisher, 
with the emphatic declaration that the matter thereof was so indecent, 
irreligious, and improper, that his proof-reader—a young lady—had with 
difficulty been induced to continue its perusal, and that he, as a friend 
of the publisher and a well-wisher of the magazine, was impelled to 
present to him personally this shameless evidence of the manner in 
which the editor was ithperilling the future of that enterprise. It should 
be premised that the critic was a man of character and standing, the 
head of a large printing establishment, and, I think, a deacon. In 
which circumstances the publisher frankly admitted to me that, while 
he could not agree with all of the printer’s criticisms, he thought the 
story open to grave objection, and its publication of doubtful expediency. 
* % * * * * * * 
Finally the story was submitted to three gentlemen of culture and ex- 
perience, friends of publisher and author, who were unable, however, to 
come to any clear decision.” 


As editor, he at last insists on the unpruned insertion of 
the “Luck,” with what triumphant results all the world 
is well aware. 

With that gentle tolerance and tender forbearance which 
reminds one of OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES’s own gracious 
and pardoning temper, he adds, with playful delicacy and a 
satire all his own : 


“¢ Across the chasm of years and distance the author stretches forth 
the hand of sympathy and forgiveness—not forgetting the gentle proof- 
reader, that chaste and unknown nymph whose mantling cheeks and 
downcast eye gave the first indication of warning.” 


In these few words on Bret Harte, I have no desire to 
disparage his achievements as a good all-round literary man. 
He has written much and well. In his hands, the now 
fashionable ‘‘ Roundabout Paper” has attained gigantic pro- 
portions, 

There may be better novels than “Gabriel Conroy,” 
with characters at once more devoloped and less laboured ; 
and THACKERAY’S prize novelists printed years ago in Punch 
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will probably take higher rank than the ‘‘ Condensed Novels” 
written for the Sax Francisco Caltfornta. 

When a man decides to reprint what the public will 
perhaps irreverently call his pot-boilers, it is often found that 
a good many of them are neither better nor worse than a 
good many essays written by several other people who 
possess no particular spark of genius. 

A writer is finally judged not by the quantity, but by the 
quality of his work. 

When all the excellent padding which serves its turn and 
passes out of the brain of this writer and out of the memory — 
of his age, shall have had its little day and ceased to be, 
“ Miggles ” and the “ Luck of Roaring Camp” will continue 
to be printed and read by delighted generations yet unborn, 
and the name of BReT Harte will go down to posterity 
indissolubly wedded to that strange mood of civilization 
photographed in the ‘Outcasts of Poker’s Flat,” whilst 
American literature will be for ever enriched by the truth 
and tenderness of ‘‘ Santa Claus,” 


feet LOCU rE. 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, 


I have spoken my six pieces on the American 
Humorists. 


I do not suppose, indeed I can hardly hope that you are 
as sorry to part with me as I am with you, for you are in 
the habit of listening to many more abstruse lecturers, but 
‘I have never addressed a more genial and appreciative 
audience. 


My task has been sometimes a difficult and often a 
delicate one. 


I trust you will acquit me of having ever been betrayed 
into mere levity or unbecoming frivolity. On the contrary, 
I have taken pains to vindicate the dignity and importance 
of the subject, by proving to you that Wit is not only the 
“‘best sense in the world,” but that it is Moral, Recreative, 
and Stimulating in a very high degree. 


I have shown that people who are not ashamed of Wrong 
are often afraid of Ridicule, and I have kept steadily before 
you, what I myself most firmly hold, that, wisely used and 
well, Wit is a most effective Disciplinarian, and one of the 


greatest sweeteners and purifiers of Life. 
P 


PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, 
LONDON AND BECCLES, 


, 


as 


- eo: 
Gu Wes 
‘J i ow _ 7 
S a a 


—— = 


t. - Sot ae bect nc haedle aia 2 
ALPHABETICAL CATALOGUE 
OF BOOKS IN FICTION AND 
GENERAL LITERATURE 
PUBLISHED BY 


. CHATTO & WINDUS 

3s 111 ST. MARTIN’S LANE : 
q CHARING CROSS 

q LONDON, W.C. 

e [SEPT., 1902.] 


Adams (W. Davenport), Works by. 


A Dictionary of the Drama: being a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players, 

and Playhouses of the United ea Mar and America, from the Earliest Times to the Present 

Day. rown 8yo, half-bound, 12s. 6a. (Preparing. 
__Quips and Quiddities. Selected by W. DAVENPORT ADAMS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 62. 

Agony Column (The) of ‘The Times,’ from 1800 to 1870. Edited, 


with an Introduction, by ALICE CLAY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Alden (W. L.).—Drewitt’s Dream. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


Alexander (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
ig Maid, Wife, or Widow? | Blind Fate, 
Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. each; post 8vo, picture boards, os, each. 

Valerie’s Fate. | A Life Interest. | Mona’s Choice. | By Woman’s Wit. 


a 


+. Crown 8vo, cloth 3s, 6d. each. 
The Cost of her Pride.| Barbara, Lady’s Maid and Peeress. | A Fight with Fata 
A Golden Autumn. Mrs. Crichton’s Creditor, The Step-mother. 


— A Wissing Hero. 
Allen (F. M.).—Green as Grass. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Allen (Grant), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each, 
; The Evolutionist at Large. I Moorland Idylls. 


Post-Prandial Philosophy. Crown 8vo, art linen, 35. 6¢. 


: 4 
3 Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Babylon. 1: lilustrations, The Devil’s Die. Tha Duchess of Powysland. 
Strange Stories. This Mortal Coil. Blood Royal. 
The Beckoning Hand, The Tents of Shem, Ivan Greet’s Masterniece. 
For Maimie’s Sake, The Great Taboo. The Scallywag. 24 Illusts. 
Philistia. Dumaresq’s Daughter, At Market Yalue, 
- Inall Shades. Under Sealed Orders. 
Dr. Palliser’s Patient. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, rs. 6d. 
The Tents of Shem. POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d, LShortly. _ 


Anderson (Mary).—Othello’s Occupation. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Antrobus (C. L.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
__ Quality Corner: A Study of Remorse. | Wildersmoor. | The Wine of Finvarra. 


ppleton (G. Webb).—Rash Conclusions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Arnold (Edwin Lester), Stories by. 


_ @he Wonderful Adventures of Phra the Pheenician. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 12 
Illustrations by H. M. PAGET, 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 
‘The Constable of St. Nicholas. With Frontispiece by S.L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 


FA zs 
ens Ward’s Works. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 8vo, 
| 
: 


___ cloth extra, 3s. 6¢.—Also a POPULAR EDITION post Syo, picture boards, 2s. 


—— 


Ashton (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each, 


_ Humour, Wit, and Satire of the Seventeenth Century. With 82 Illustrations, 
English Caricature and Satira on Napoleon the First. With 115 Illustrations. 


h: Social Life in the Reign of Queen Anne, With 8s Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


- Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
Social Life under the Regency. With 90 Illustrations, 


_ Florizel’s Folly: The Story of GEORGE IV. With Photogravure Frontispiece and x2 Illustrations, 


Bacteria, Yeast Fungi, and Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 


W. B. GROVE, B.A. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢, 


aildon (H. B.).—Robert Louis Stevenson: A Life Study ia 


Criticism, ith 2 Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s, 


aS AB ee 


ath 
Peau ied) om, 


2 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 


Bardsley (Rev. C. Wareing, M.A.), Works by. s 
English Surnames: Their Sources and Signitfications. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s, 6a. 
4 Curiosities of Puritan Nomenclatura. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Barr (Robert), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. = 


In a Steamer Chair, With Frontispiece and Vignette by DEMAIN HAMMOND, ee 


From Whose Bourne, &c, With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST? and others. t 

Revenge! With rz Illustrations by LANCELOT SPEED and others. 4 

A Woman Intervenes. With 8 Illustrations by HAL HURST, eh 
Crown 8vo, cloth. gilt top, 6s. each. ; j 

The Unchanging East: Notes on a Visit to the Farther Edge of the Mediterranean, 

A Prince of Good Fellows. With 15 Hlustrations by EDMUND J. SULLIVAN. ; 


: 
Barrett (Frank), Novels by. 
Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 25, each; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. wa 

The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. John Ford; and His Helpmate. 
Between Life and Death. A Recoiling Vengeance. 
Folly Morrison. | Little Lady Linton, Lieut. Barnabas. | Found Guilty 

A Prodigal’s Progress. | Honest Davie. For Love and Honour, . 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s, each; cloth limp, 2s. 6@. each. 
Fettered for Life. | Tha Woman of the Iron Bracelets. | The Harding Scandal 

A Missing Witness. With Illustrations by W. H. MARGETSON, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. each. ey 
Under a Strange Mask. With 19 Illusts. by E. F. BREWINALL.| Was She Justified 7 


Barrett (Joan).—Monte Carlo Stories. cap. 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Besant (Sir Walter) and James Rice, Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 

Ready-Money Mortiboy., This Son of Vulcan. The Seamy Side. 

The Golden Butterfly. _ | The Monks of Thelema, The Case of Mr. Lucraft. | 

My Little Girl. By Celia’s Arbour, ‘Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 

With Harp and Crown. | The Chaplain of the Fleet. |The Yen Years’ Tenant. — 
*,* There are also LIBRARY EDITIONS ofall excepting the first two. Large crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. each. 


Besant (Sir Walter), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6@. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each: cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Hlen. With 12 Illustrations by FRED, BARNARD,—Also the 
LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s, net. 
The Captains’ Room, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. WHEELER, 
Allin a Garden Fair. With 6 Illustrations by HARRY FURNISS, 
Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece by CHARLES GREEN. 
Uncle Jack, and other Stories. | Children of Gibeon. 
The World Went Very Well Then. With 12 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER. 
Herr Paulus: His Rise, his Greatness, and his Fall. | The Bell of St. Paul's, 
For Faith and Freedom. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and F. WADDY, 
To Call Her Mine, &c. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER, 
The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD. 
Armorel of Lyonesse: A Romance of To-day. With r2 Illustrations by F, BARNARD, 
St. Recor ek by the Tower. With 12 Iliustrations by C. GREEN.—Also in picture cloth, flat 
ack, 25. 
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis, &c. With a Frontispiece by GORDON BROWNE, 
The Ivory Gate. | The Rebel Queen. 
poyond t e Peoamss of Pear With 12 pete OR sey W.H. HYDE. 
n Deacon’s Ordars, &c. ith Frontispiece by A. FORESTIER, The Revo x 
The Master Craftsman. | The City of Refuge. ; one 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Fountain Sealed. | The Changeling. | The Fourth Generation, 
: Crown 8yo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustrations by F. PEGRAM. 
The Lady of Lynn. With rz Illustrations by G. DEMAIN-HAMMOND, 
No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations by CHARLES D. WARD, 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 


All Sorts and Conditions of Men. The Chaplain of 
The Golden Butterfly. The Granes wetshe Fleet. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. Children cf Gibeon, [Shortly 


The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays, By Sir WALTER BESANTand WALTER H. POLLOCK, 
With 50 Illustrations by CHRIS HAMMOND and JULE GOOMMAN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Fifty Years Ago. With r44 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies, With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

Sir Richard Whittington. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, art linen, 35. 64 

Gaspard de Goligny. With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, art linen, 35. 6a. 

The Art of Fiction. Fcap, 8vo, cloth, red top, rs. net. : 

As We Are, and As We May Ba. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 65 [Shortly 

Essays and Historiettes. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top. 6s, Short! ly. 


Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s, 6d, each. 


London. With 125 Illustrations, 


Westminster. With an Etched Frontispi i 
WICLIAM PATTEN eee rontispiece by F, S. WALKER, R.E., and 130 Illustrations by 
Sou ondon. With an Etched Frontispiece by F, S. WALKER, R.E., and 118 Mlustrati 
Bast London. With an Etched Frontispiece by F. S. WALKER, and 5. ious by Bae 
MAY, L. RAVEN HILL, and JOSEPH "PENNELL. 1a 3s ae 


Jerusalem : The City of Herod and Saladin. By WALTER BESANT and E. H, P 7 
Edition, With a new Chapter, a Map, and x3 ditasteations, SANT an ALMER, Fourth 


: ATTO & WINDUS Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 3 
Baring Gould (Sabine, Author of ‘John Herring,’ &c.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each } Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Red Spider, | Eve. 


Beaconsfield, Lord. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
Bechstein (Ludwig).—As Pretty as Seven, and other German 


Stories. With Additional Tales by the Brothers GRIMM, and 98 Illustrations by RICHTER, Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.; gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 


_ Bellew (Frank).—The Art of Amusing: A Collection of Graceful 


Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 


Bennett (Arnold), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 


The Grand Babylon Hotel: A Fantasia on Modern Themes. | Anna of the Five Towns, 
Bennett (W. C., LL. D.).—Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 
Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin Dogson. With 95 

Tilustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Bierce (Ambrose).—In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 


Civilians. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 


Bill Nye’s Comic History of the United States. With 146 Illus. 


trations by F. OPPER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 


-Bindloss (Harold), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, each, 
A Sower of Wheat. i The Concession-Hunters, 


Hinslie’s Ju-Ju: A Romance of the Hinterland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Bodkin (M. McD., K.C.), Books by. 
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Shillelagh and Shamrock. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Bourget (Paul).—A Living Lie. Translated by JoHNn pE VILLIERs. 
With special Preface for the English Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 


Bourne (H. R. Fox), Books by. 
English Merchants: Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Commerce. With 32 Ilus- 


trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
English Newspapers: Chapters in the History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 25s. 
The Other Side of the Emin Pasha Relief Expedition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


_ Boyd.—A Versailles Christmas-tide. By Mary Stuart Boyp. With 
| 53 Illustrations by A. S. BOYD. Fcap. 4to, cloth gilt and gilt top, 6s. 
Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each. 
. Chronicles of No-Man’s Land. | Camp Notes. i] Savage Life. 
| Brand (John).— Observations on Popular Antiquities; chiefly 


illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Additions of Sir 


HENRY ELLIS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
_ Brayshaw (J. Dodsworth).—Slum Silhouettes: Stories of London 
Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Brewer’s (Rev. Dr.) Dictionaries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 


iz The Reader’s Handbook of Famous Names in Fiction, Allusions, References, 
| : Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems, A New Edition, Revised, 


K Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. 


Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 


More Worlds than One: The Creed of the Philosopher and Hope of the Christian. With Plates, 
é The Martyrs of Science: GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHE, and KEPLER. With Portraits, 
| Letters on Natural Magic. With numerous Illustrations, 


Bright (Florence).—A Girl Capitalist. Cr. 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy as a Fine Art. Translated by 
R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


‘Bryden (H. A.).—An Exiled Scot: A Romance, With a Frontis- 


piece, by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Brydges (Harold).—Uncle Sam at Home. With 91 Illustrations, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs, ; cloth limp, 2s. 62, 


% pean 


= 


4 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin 


Buchanan (Robert), Poems and Novels by. 


The Completa Poetical Works of Robert Buchanan, 2 yols., crown 8vo, buckram, with 
Portrait Frontispiece to each volume, 12s. 


Ee 


"s Lane, Lor 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Devwil’s Case: a Bank Holiday Interlude, With 6 Illustrations, 
Tha Barthquake; or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 
The Wandering Jew: a Christmas Carol. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
The Outcast: a Rhyme for the Time. 
The Ballad of Mary the Mother: a Christmas Carol. 


St. Abe and his Seven Wives. Crown &vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


The Shadow of the Sword. Love Me for Ever. With Frontispiece. 

A Child of Nature. With Frontispiece. Annan Water. Foxglove Manor 

God and the Man. With x: Illustrations by | The New Abelard. | Rachel Dene. | 

Lady Kilpatrick. [FRED. BARNARD, Matt: A Story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece, 

Zhe Martyrdom of Madeline, With Tha Master of the Mine. With Frontispiece. 
Frontispiece by A, W. COOPER. The Heir of Linne, | Woman and the Man, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Red and White Heather. | Andromeda: An Idyll of the Great River. 
The Shadow of the Sword. POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. [Shorxtly. 


The Charlatan. By ROBERT BUCHANAN and HENRY MURRAY. Crown 8vo, cloth, with a 
Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, 25. 


Burton (Robert).—The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 


tions of the Quotations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. . 
Melancholy Anatomised: An Abridgment of BURTON’S ANATOMY. Post 8vo, half-cl., 25. 6d, 


Caine (Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. ; 

The Shadow of a Crime. | 4 Son of Hagar. ] The Deemster. 

Also LIBRARY EDITIONS of The Deemster and The Shadow of a Crimes, set in new type, 
crown 8vo, and bound uniform with The Christian, 6s. each; and CHEAP POPULAR EDITIONS of 
Tha Deemster, The Shadow of a Crime, and A Son of Hagar, medium 8vo, portrait-cover, 


6d. each.—Also the FINE-PAPER EDITION of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 


Cameron (Commander V. Lovett)._The Cruise of the ‘ Black 


Prince’ Privateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 


Canada (Greater) : The Past, Present, and Future of the Canadian 
North-West. By E. B. OSBORN, B.A. Witha Map. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. . 


Captain Coignet, Soldier of the Empire: An Autobiography. 


peated. BORED LARCHEY, Translated by Mrs, CAREY. With 1oo Illustrations, Crowm8vo. 
cloth, 3s, 6d, 


Carlyle (Thomas).—On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., 1s. 6d. 


Corraspordence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson, 1834-1872. Edited by 
C, E. NORTON, With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 245. = 


Carruth (Hayden).—The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra. 


tions, Fcap. 8ro, cloth, 2s. 


Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. 


The Hing in Yellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6¢.; fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 25, 6d. 
In the Quarter. Feap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


Chapman’s (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 


Doubtful Ones.—Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A, C. SWINBURNE.—Vol, 
III., Translations of the Iliad. and Odyssey. Thiree Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 


Chapple (J. Mitchell).—The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 


Donna, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawets. With 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown ato, cloth extra, 3. 6d. 


Chaucer for Schools, With the Story of his Times and his Work. By Mrs, H. R. HAWEIS 
A New Edition, revised. With a Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ings. By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD, Crown 8yo, cloth, ss. 

The Minor Tactics of Chess: A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra« 
tegic Principle. By F, K. YOUNG and E, C, HOWELL. Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, 25. 6¢. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. Containing the Authorised Account of the 230 Games 

ployed Aug.-Sept., 1895. With Annotations by PILLSBURY, LASKER, TARRASCH, STEINITZ, 

CHIFFERS, TEICHMANN, BARDELEBEN, BLACKBURNE, GUNSBERG, TINSLEY, MASON, and 


ALBIN ; Biographical Sketches of tle Chess Masters, and 22 Portraits. Edited by H. F. CHESHIRE, 
Cheaper Edition, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s, ; ; 


i 


‘ 


Clare (Austin), Stories by. 


HATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. § R 


For the Love of a Lass. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25.; cloth, 2s. 6¢. 
By tha Rise of the Riwer: Tales and Sketches in South Tynedale. Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. 62, 


Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. 


Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; picture boards, 2s. each. 
Paul Ferroll. | Why Paul Ferro) Killed his Wife. 


Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).—Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d. A 
Coates (Anné).—Rie’s Diary. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 


The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Red Sultan. Crown, Svo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, u 
"he Burden of Isabel. “Crown €vo, cloth extra, 35. 62. 


Coieridge (M. E.).—The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Fcap. 8vo, 


leatherette, 1s.; cloth, rs. 6d. ate 


Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Coliins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s, 6d. each. © 


Hilustrations ef Tennyson. 
Jonathan Swift. A Biographical and Critical Study. 


Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
From Midnight to Midnight. | Blacksmith and Scholar. " 
You Play me False. The Village Comady. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


Transmigration. | Sweet Anns Page. | Frances. 
A Fight with Fortune. Sweet and Twenty. 


Collins (Wilkie), Noveis by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, many Illustrated, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, picture boards, 25, each; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 


* Antonina, My Miscellanies. Jezebel’s Daughter, 
*Basil. Armadale, Tho Black Roba, 
*Mide and Seek. Poor Miss Finch. Heart and Scionca. 
*The Woman in White. Miss or Mrs.? *X Say No.’ 
*Tha Moonstone. The New Magdalen. A Rogue’s Life, 
*Man and Wife, The Frozen Deep. The Evil Genius, 
*The Dead Secrat. The Law and the Lady, Little Novels. 
Hfter Dark. The Two Destinies. The Legacy of Cain. 
The Queen of Hearts. The Haunted Hotel. Blind Love, 
No Name. The Fallen Leaves. 


#4% Marked * have been reset in new type, in uniform style. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8yo, 6¢. each. 
The Eloonstone. | Antonina. | The Daad Secret, 
The Woman in White.| The New Magdalen.| Man and Wife. | Armadale. (Shortly 


The Woman in White. LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s, 
net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net, 


Colman’s (George) Humorous Works: ‘Broad Grins,’ ‘My Night. 
gown and Slippers,’ &c. With Life and Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Colquhoun (M. J.).—Every Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 


35. 62.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W.M. Hurcuison. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s, 6d. 
Compton (Herbert).—The Inimitable Mrs. Massingham: a 


Romance of Botany Bay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 6d. 
Convalescent Cookery. By Caruzerine Ryan. Cr. 8vo, 1s.; cl., rs, 6d. 


Cooper (Edward H.).—Geoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 
Cornish (J, F.).—Sour Grapes: A Novel. Cr, 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, 


-Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The 


« Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old CornwaJ!. Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S, W 
9 two Steel Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 


Cotes (V. Cecil)._Two Giris on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 
F. H. TOWNSEND. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. 

Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 
The Prophet of tha Great Smoky Mountaing, Crown 8vo, cloth, 38. 6d,; post &vo, 


illustrated boards, 2s. 5 
His Vanished Star, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 64, 


6 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 
Cram (Ralph Adams).—Black Spirits and White. Fcap. 8vo, 


cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Crellin (H. N.), Books by. 


Romances of the Gid Seraglio, With 28 Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d 
Tales of the Caliph. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, 
The Nazarenes: A Drama. Crown 8vo, Is. 


Crim (Matt.)._—Adventures of a Fair Rebei. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. BEARD, 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 


CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD FREDERIC, ‘Q.,’ and W. CLARK RUSSELL. With 2 
Illustrations by FRANK BRANGWYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 


Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. _- 


each pep ast 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 


Pretty Miss Newille. Interferenca. Village Tales & Jungle 
Proper Pride. A-Family Likeness. Tragedies. 

A Bird of Passaga A Third Person. fhe Real Lady Hilda, 
Diana Barrington. Mr. Jervis. Hiarried or Single ? 


Two Masters. | | 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Some One Else. Miss Balmaine’s Fase Beyond the Pala, 
In the Kingdom of Kerry. Jason, &c. infatuation. 
Terence. With 6 Illustrations by SIDNEY PAGET. 
‘To Let,’ &c. Post 8vo, picture boards, 25.; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. z 
The Cat’s-paw. With 12 Illustrations by FRED. PEGRAM. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
Diana Barrington. POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. (Shortly, 


Cruikshank’s Comic Aimanack. Complete in Two Szerizs: The 
FIRST, from 1835 to 1843; the SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 


THACKERAY, HOOD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A’BECKETT, ROBERT BROUGH, &c. With 


numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 75. 6d, each. 


The Life of George Cruikshank. By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84 Illustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Large cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s, each, 
In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece and 23 Illustrations, 
In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations, 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With 28 Illustrations, 
Wia Cornwall to Egypt. With a Photogravure Frontispiece. 


Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 


for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS,, &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Daudet (Alphonse).—The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 


8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Davenant (Francis, M.A.).—Hints for Parents on the Choice of 


a Profession for their Sons when Starting in Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 62. 


Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. With 2 


Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Davies (Dr. N..E. Yorke=), Works by. Cr. 8vo, Is.ea.; cl,, Is, 6d, ea. 


One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 
Wursery Hints: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
Foods for the Fat: The Dietetic Cure of Corpulency and of Gout. 


Alds to Long Life. Crown $vo, 2s. ; cioth limp, 2s. 6a. 


Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works.. Collected and Edited, 


with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each, 


De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. TResurTiEn. 


With a Memoir by SAINTE-BEUVE. Translated from the 2oth French Edition by JESSIE P. F ts 
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 6d. y J FROTH 


De Maistre (Xavier).—A Journey Round my Room. Translated — 


by HENRY ATTWELL, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Derby (The): The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 


of THE OAKS. By LOUIS HENRY CURZON. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d. 


Dewar (T. R.).—A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra. 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6@. ee 
De Windt@ Harry), Books by. 


Through the Gold-Fields of Alaska to Bering Straits, With Map and 33 full-page Illus- 
trations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
True Tales of Travel and Adventure. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Dickens (Charles), About England with. By ALrrep Rimmer, 
With 57 Illustrations by C, A. VANDERHOOF and the AUTHOR. Square 8yo, cloth, 3s, 6¢, 


= cHatto & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Mattla’s Lane, London, W.C. 7 


Dictionaries. ‘ 

The Reader’s andbook of Famous Names in Fiction, Allusions, References, 
Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. By Rev, E. C. BREWER, LL.D, A New Edi 
tion, Revised. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Inmitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic, By the Rev. E, C, BREWER, 
ee ates aot cloth, 35. 6a. A oR 25 

Familiar Short Sayings of Graa en. ith Historical and Explanato 
A. BENT, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. a ny Diokgs bees 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 
ELIEZER EDWARDS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 


Dilke (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles, Bart., M.P.).—The British Empire. 


Crown 8vo, buckram, 3s. 6d. 


Dobson (Austin), Works by. 
Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Four Frenchwomen. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. IN THREE SERIES, Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each, 
A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With 2 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 65, 
Side-walk Studies. With 4 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 


Dobson (W. T.).—Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 


2yo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 


The Man-Hunter. | Wanted! Suspicion Aroused. Riddles R 
Caught at Last. Tracked to Doom, A Detective’s Teiinabhe an 
Tracked and Taken.| Link by Link. In the Grip of the Law. 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? From Information Received. 


Crown 8yvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth, 25, 6d. each, 
The Man from Manchester. With 23 Illustrations. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. | The Chronicles of Michael Danewitch. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 
The Records of Vincent Trill, of the Detective Service.—Also picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 
The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective. 
Deacon Brodie; or, Behind the Mask, | Tales of Terror, 
Dark Deeds. Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 


Dowling (Richard).—Old Corcoran’s Money. Crown 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Doyle (A. Conan).—The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 3s. 6d. per Vol. 


Ben Jonson’s Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by 
WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 

Chapman’s Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete; Vol, II,, Poems and Minor 
Translations, with an Essay by A.C. SWINBURNE; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe’s Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 

Massinger’s Plays. From GIFFORD'S Text. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 


Dublin Castle and Dublin Society, Recollections of. By A 


NATIVE. Crown 8yo, cloth, gilt top 65. 
Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. Everarp Cores), Books by. 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 75. 6¢. each. 
&A Social Departure. With 111 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND, 
An American Girl in London. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND, 
The Simple Adventures of a Memsahib. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each, 
A Daughter of To-Day. | Wernon’s Aunt. With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST, 


Dutt (Romesh C.).—England and India: A Record of Progress 
during One Hundred Years, Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, 
Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D, Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. per Volume, 
Fletcher’s (Giles) Complete Poems, One Vol. 
Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herrick’s (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols, 


Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 


and on the River Plate. With 4x Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, | A Plaster Saint. Cr, 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. 
Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cioth, 3s. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 25. 


Edwards (Eliezer).—Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary 


of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 


Egerton (Rev. J. C., M.A.).— Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 


With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WACE, and Four Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Eggleston (Edward).—Roxy: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 


8 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, iri St. Martin’s Lane, Lendon, W.C. _ 


Englishman (An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the 
Reign of Louis Philippe and the Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 3 


Englishman’s House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 
ing a House. By C.J. RICHARDSON, Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 


Eyes, Our: How to Preserve Them. By Joun Brownine. Cr. 8vo, ts. 


Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samurt ArtHur Bent, 
A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6¢. 


Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of a Candle: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 
by WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S, With numerous Illustrations. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each other, Edited by 
WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S, With Illustrations, 


Farrer (J. Anson).—War: Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Fenn (G. Manville), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each ; post &vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
The New Mistress. | Witness te the Deed.| The Tiger Lily. | The White Virgin, 
Crown 8vo, cloth 3s. 6d. each, 


A Woman Worth Winning., Double Cunning. The Story of Antony Grace 
Cursed by a Fortune. A Fluttered Dovecote. The Man with a Shadow, 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. King of the Castle. One Maid’s Mischief. 
Commodore Junk. The Master of the Cera-| This Man’s Wife, 

Black Blood. ? monies, ; In Jeopardy. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three Bits of Paste. _ 
Ruaning Amok: a Story of Adventure. 
The Cankerworm: being Episodes of a Woman's Life, ! Black Shadows, 


A Grimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25. 


Fiction, A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of 
over NINE HUNDRED NOVELS, will be sent free by Messrs. CHATTO & WINDUS upon application. 


Fin-Bec.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 


and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Firework-Making, The Complete Art of; or, The Pyrotechnist's 


Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 267 Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


First Book, My. By Watter Besant, James Payn, W. Ciarx Rus- 
SELL, GRANT ALLEN, HALL CAINE, GEORGE R. SIMS, RUDYARD KIPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE 
M. E. BRADDON, F, W. ROBINSON, H. RIDER HAGGARD, R. M. BALLANTYNE, I. ZANGWILL._ 
MORLEY ROBERTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MARY CORELLI, J. K. JEROME, JOHN STRANGE 
WINTER, BRET HARTE, ‘Q.,’ ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R. L. STEVENSON. With a Prefatory Story 
by JEROME K, JEROME, and 185 Illustrations, A New Edition, Small demy 8vo, art linen, 38. 6d. 


Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 
Little Essays: Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Sarees oh es eo te boards, 2s. each. 
ella Donna. @ Lady of Brantome, The Ss y 
Polly. | Never Forgotten. Seventy-five Brdone oincck, 
Sir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 6a, 


Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 


Popular Astronomy: A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J, ELLAR 
F.R.A.S. With Three Plates and 288 Illustrations, Medium 8vo, cloth, ros. ays PED CORE 
Urania: A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in 


Heaven, Christ’s Victorie on Earth, Christ’s Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems, Witt 5 
Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. é aebiores by 


Forbes (Archibald).—The Life of Napoleon III. With Photo- 


gravure Frontispiece and Thirty-six full-page Llustrations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Forbes (Hon. Mrs. Walter R. D.).—Dumb. Crown 8yo, cl., 3s. 6d, 
Franciifon (R. E.), Novels by. 


Crown Syvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. $ 

Oneby One. | A Real Queen. | A Dogand his Shadow. | Ropes of Sand. Iliust, — 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each. 7 : 

Queen Cophatua. | Olympia. | Romances of thea Law. | King or Knave? 
Jack Doyle’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. - : 


Fr ederic (farold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 64, each; 
nes meters j he Lawton Girl, 


French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun, Three 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 225. 6d. 

Fry’s (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, 1902-3. 
Edited by JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. (Preparing, 


Gardening Books. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth limp. 1s. 6d. each. 


4A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse. By GEORGE GLENNY, 
Household Horticulture. By TOM and JANE JERROLD. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom JERROLD. é 


Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being 
the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by the 
Author and F, H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, ers. 


Gaulot (Paul).—_The Red Shirts: A Tale of ‘The Terror.’ Trans- 


lated ar ons DE VILLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WooD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. © 


Gentleman’s Magazine, The. 1s. Monthly. Contains Stories, 
Articles upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art, and‘ Table Talk’ by SYLVANUS URBAN, 
*,* Bound Volumes for recent years kept in stock, &s. 6d. each. Cases for binding, 2s. each. 


Gentleman’s Annual, The. Published Annually in November. 1s. 


German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR, With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 22 Steel Plates after 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d, ; gilt edges, 7s. 62. 


Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 6d, ea.; post 8vo, bds., 2s, ea. 


Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. Loving a Dream. | The Braes of Yarrow, 
The Golden Shaft, With Frontispiece. Of High Degres, 
Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Flower of the Forest. | A Hard Knot. By Mead and Stream, 
Tho Dead Heart, ueen of the Meadow. Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gold. n Pastures Green, In Honour Bound, 
What Willthe World Say?/| In Love and War. Heart’s Delight. 
For the King. A Heart’s Probiem. Blood-Money. 


Gibney (Somerville).—Sentenced! Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. 6d. 5 
Gilbert’s (W. S.) Original Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo, 2s. 6d. each. 


The FIRST SERIES contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—Charity—The Princess— 
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury—lIolanthe. 
The SECOND SERIES: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb 
—H.M.S. ‘ Pinafore’—The Sorcerer—The Pirates of Penzance, 
The THIRD SERIES: Comedy and Tragedy—Foggerty's Fairy—Rosencrantz and Guildenstern — 
Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Ruddigore—Tie Yeomen of the Guard—The Gondoliers— 
The Mountebanks—Utopia. 
Eight Original Comic Operas written by W.S. GILBERT. Two Series, demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
each. The FIRST SERIES contains: The Sorcerer—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore '—The Pirates of Penzance— 
Iolanthe—Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND S2RIES contains: The Gondoliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen of the Guard— 
His Excellency—Utopia, Limited—Ruddigore—The Mountebanks—Haste to the Wedding, 
Tho Gilbart and Sullivan Birthday Book: Quotations for Eyery Day in the Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Cornpiled by ALEX, WATSON, 
Royal 16mo, Japanese leather, 2s. 6d. 


Giibert (Wiiliam).— James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo, 


illustrated boards, 2s. 


Gissing (Algernon), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
A Secret of the North Sea. | The Wealth of Mallerstang. 
Knitters in the Sun. [Shortly. 


Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
The Lost Heiress: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NISERT, 
The Fossicker: A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET, 
A Fair Colonist, With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD, 
The Golden Rock. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6a. 
Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo cloth, rs. 6d. 
Tales from the Weld. With Twelve Illustrations by M. NISBET. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I, Large crown 8yo, cloth, gilt 
edges, 5s.; cloch, gilt top, 6s. 
Glienny (George).—A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 


Practical Advice as tothe Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo, 15. ; cloth, rs. 6d. 
Godwin (William).—Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. 


Goiden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations 
from the Best Authors, By THEODORE TAYLOR, Crown 8vo, cloth, as, 64, 


.& WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 9 


Ae 


10 HATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, w.c. 


Goodman (E. J.).—The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d, 
Grace (Alfred A.).—Tales of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 


Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr, F. HUEFFER. With 545 Illustra- 
tions. Large crown 8yvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Greenwood (James: ‘‘The Amateur Casual’’)—The Prisoner 


in the Dock; My Four Years’ Daily Experiences in the London Polics Courts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6a, 


Grey (Sir George),—The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the 


Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C.B. By JAMES MILNE, With Portrait. SECOND 
EDITION. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s, 5 


Griffith (Cecil).—Corinthia Marazion: A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth 


extra, 35. 6d, 


Gunter (A. Clavering, Author of ‘Mr, Barnes of New York’).— 
A Florida Enchantment. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Guttenberg (Violet).—Neither Jew nor Greek: A Story of Jewish 


Social Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr, J. PINCUS. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each, 
New ymbols. | Legends of the Morrow. | The ‘Serpent apek 
Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 


Halifax (C.).—Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Maps and 


CLIFFORD HALIFAX, M.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Hail (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 


Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


Hall (Owen), Novels by. 
The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s, 
Jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
Eureka. | Hernando, 


Halliday (Andrew).—Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, bds., 25. [shorty 


Hamilton (Cosmo), Stories ae Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. each, 
The Glamour of the Impossible. Through a Kayhole: 
*,,%* The two stories may also be had bound AS in one volume, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.. 


Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 


Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 25. 6d. 


Hanky=Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 


seen &c, Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6a. 


Hardy (Rev. E. J., Author of ‘ How to be Happy though Married ’).— 


Love, Courtship, and Marriage. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Hardy (Iza Dufius, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, AF gilt top, 6s, each, 
Tha Eessor Evil. | Man, Woman, and Fate. 


Hardy (Thomas). —Under the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, 35. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 25,3 cloth limp, 25, 6¢.—Also the FINE PAPER RETIN, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s,net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 


Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 
The Art of Beauty. With Coloured Frontispiece and 9x Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth bds., 6s. 
The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. &vo, cloth bds., 65. 
The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, rs.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story ef his Times and his Work. A New Edition, revised, 
With a Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
Chaucer for Children. With 38 itestec ions (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.).—American Humorists: WasHINGTON 
IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, MARK 
TWAIN, and BRET HARTER. Crown 8V0, cloth, 6s. 


Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;_ post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each. 


= 


Garth. | Ellice Quentin. Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 
Sebastian Strome. David Poindexter’s Disappearanca 
Fortune’s Fool, | Bust. Fourlilusts. | |The Spectre of the Camera 


Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Bigs Cadogna, | Loye—oraN ame, 


iy : 


Baer a rN [ St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. It. 
_Harte’s (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author, LIBRARY 


» VII. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE—II. With Portrait by JOHN PETTIE, R.A, 
» WIII, TALES OF THE PINE AND THE CYPRESS. 

» IX. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREL, 

» XX. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN, &c. 


Bret Harte’s Choica Works, in Prose and Verse. With Portrait of the Author and 4o IIus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a 

Bret Harte’s Poetical Works. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown 8vo, buckram, 4s. 6d. 

Some Later Yersss. Crown 8vo, linen gilt, ss. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 25. 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. each, 
Gabriel Conroy. 
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. Woop. 
A Ward of the Goldex Gate. With sq Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Sappho of Green Springs, &c. With Two Illigtrations by HUME NISBET. 
Colonel Starbottle’s Client, and Some Other People. With a Frontispiece, 
Susy: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE. 
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin’s, &c. With 26 [llustrations by W. SMALL and others, 
The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. With 39 Illustrations by DUDLEY HARDY and others 
Clarence: A Story ofthe American War. With Eight Illustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN. 
Barker’s Luck, &c. With 39 Illustrations by A. FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &c. 
Devil’s Ford, &c. With a Frontispiece by W. H. OVEREND. 
The Crusade of the “ Excelsior.” With a Frontispiece by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. 
Three Partners ; or, The Big Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. With 8 Illustrations by J. GULICH. 
Tales of Trail and Town. With Frontispiece by G. P. JACOMB-HOOD, 
Condensed Novels: New Burlesques. (An entirely new series.) 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. each; picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. | Colonel Starbottle’s Client. - 
A Proteges of Jack Hamlin’s. With numerous Illustrations, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


4&n Heiress of Red Dog. | The Luck of Roaring Camp. | Californian Stories, 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Flip. | Maruja. | A Phyllis of the Sierras. _ 


Heckethorn (C. W.), Books by. 
London Souvenirs. | London Memories: Social, Kistorical, and Topographical. 
Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
Animals and their Masters. I Social Pressure, 
Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, 


Henderson (Isaac).— Agatha Page: A Novel. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s, 6d. 
Henty (G. A.), Novels by. 


Rujub, the Juggler, With Eight Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edges, 5s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Colonel Thorndyke’s Secret, With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L, WOOD. Small demy 8vo, 
cloth, gilt edges, 5s. 


Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Queen’s Cup. | Dorothy’s Double. 


Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperides, Nobie Numbers, and Complete 
Collected Poems. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev, A. B. GROSART, D.D., 
Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 35. 6d. each, 


Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).— Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM.. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 


the People. With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 


Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d.; 


post 8vo, picture boards, 2s, 


Hill (John), Works b 


° 
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, ARs 28. | ©he Common Ancestor. Cr. &vo, cloth, gs. 6¢. 


Hinkson (H. A.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
Fan Fitzgerald. | Silk and Steel. 


Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Snort, Sir H. Maxwett, 
Bart., M.P., JOHN WATSON, JANE BARLOW, MARY. LOVETT CAMERON, JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY, 
PAUL LANGE, J. W. GRAHAM, J. H. SALTER, PHG@:BE ALLEN, S. J, BECKETT, L. RIVBKS VINE. 
aud C, F, GORDON CUMMING, Crown 8v9, cloth, 15, 6a, 


Hoey (Mrs. Chel F he Lover’s Cheed?” Post 8vo, toes 


Holmes (Oliver Wendel), Works by. 


The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. moe by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 2s. > 

The Autcorat of tha Breekfast-Table dnd The Professor at the Breakiast-Table, 
In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 


the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. 
Hood’s Whims and Oddities. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, halt-bound, 2s. 


Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 


crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes, Witha Life. A New Edition, witha a: 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. 


Hooper (irs. Geo.).—The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 2s 
Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by. 
For Freedom. Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. 


Crown 8yo, cioth, 3s. 6d. each. 
*Twixt Love and Duty. Witha Frontispiece. j The Incomplete Adventurer. 
The Nugents of Carriconna. | Nell Hafienden,. With 8 Illustrations by C. GREGORY. 


Horne (R. Hengist).— Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 


Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 


Hornung (E. W.).—The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 8Vvo, cloth, 


gilt top, 6s. 


Hugo (Victor).—The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d’Isiande). Trans- 


lated by Sir GILBERT CAMPBELL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 


Hume (Fergus), Novels by. 
The Lady from Nowhers. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢.; picture cloth, flat back, os. 
The Millionaire Mystary. Crown yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ‘Molly Bawn’), Novels by. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 


In Durance Vile, a] An Unsatisfactory Lover 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6¢. each. 
A Maiden Ali Forlorn. Petar’s Wife. The Professor’s Hxperiment. 
Marvel. Lady Patty. The Three Graces. 
4A Modern Circa, Lady Werner’s Flight. Nora Creina. 
April’s Lady. The Red-House Mystery. | A Mental Struggia. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each. 
An Anxious Moment. | The Coming of Chloe. | A Point of Conscience. | Lovice. 


Hunt’s (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 


by EDMUND OLLIER. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


Hunt (Nirs. Alfred), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each. 
Shoe Leaden Casket, | Self-Condemned. | That Other Person, 


WMys. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35, 6d. 


Hutchison (W. M.).—Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Mlustra- 


tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6@. 


Hydrophobia: An Account of M, Pastgur’s System ; The Technique of 
his Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Indoor Paupers. By ONE or THEM. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Inman (Herbert), and Hartley Aspden.—The Tear of Kalee. 


Crown 8yo, cloth, gilt top, 65. 


In Memoriam: Verses for every Day in the Year. Selected and 
arranged by LUCY RIDLEY. Small square 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather, 3s. 6@ net. 


Innkeeper’s Handbook (The) and Licensed Victuailer’s Manual. 
By J. TREVOR-DAVIES. A New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 25. 


Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 


PERGEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Irving (Sir Henry): A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 
' By PERCY FITZGERALD. With Portrait. Crown @vo, cloth, 1s. 6¢. 


James (C. T. C.).— A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, rs. 6d. 


Jameson (William).—My Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 13 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 55. 


Jefieries (Richard), Books by. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s, each; post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d. each. 


Nature near London. | ‘Tha Open Air, 
The Life of the Fields. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. ; pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; leather, gilt 
edges, 35. net. 


The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir WALTER BESANT. With a Photograph Portrait, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Lord Tennyson: A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Post 8yo, cloth, rs. 6d. 


Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 

Stageland, With 64 Illustrafions by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, rs, 

John Ingerfield, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. BoyD andJOHNGULICH. Fcap. 8vo, pic. cov. x5. 64» 
Jerrold (Douglas).—_The Barber’s Chair; and The Hedgehog 


Letters. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound. 2s. 


Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s. ea.; cloth limp, 1s. 6d, each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Jesse (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With Hundreds of Illustrations, 
Crowns and Coronations: A History of Regalia. With 9x Illustrations. : 

Jonson’s (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by WuisTon, Con- 
taining ‘ The Antiquities of the Jews’ and ‘The Wars of the Jews.’ With 52 Illustrations and Maps, 
Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 125.6¢. 


Kempt (Robert).—Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 62. 


Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 


King (R. Ashe), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
‘The Wearing of the Green.’ i] Passion’s Slave. | Bell Barry. 


A Drawn Game. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Kipling Primer (A), Including Biographical and Critical Chapters, 
an Index to Mr. Kipling’s principal Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. KNOWLES, Editor of 
*The Golden Treasury of American Lyrics.’ With Two Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 


Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The 


Patient’s Yade Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Knights (The) of the Lion: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 


- Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF LORNE, K.T. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
Lambert(George).—The President of Boravia. Crown 8vo,cl., 3s. 6d. 


Lamb’s (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 
‘Poetry for Children’ and ‘ Prince Dorus.’ Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEP- 
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘Essay on Roast Pig.’ Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Essays of Elia. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. ‘ 
Little Essays: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY 


FITZGERALD, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. " 
rhe Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by BRANDER MAT- 


THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 6d. 


Landor (Walter Savage).—Citation and Examination of William 
Shakspeare, &c. betore Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, roth September, 1582. To which 
is added, A Conference of Master Hdmuna Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touching the 
State of Ireland, 2595. Feap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s, 6d. 


Lane (Edward William).—The Thousand and One Nights, com- 
monly called in England The Arabian Nights’ Entertainments, Translated from the Arabic, 
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EbDWARD 
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols., demy 8yo, cloth, 75. Od. €a, 


rwood (Jacob), Works by. 
Earwood of the Baws Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, 2s, 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6d, each. 
Forensic Anecdotes. ! Theatrical Anecdotes, 


Lehmann (R. C.), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 1s, 6d. each, 
Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 4 m 
Conversational Hints for Young Shooters: A Guide to Polite Talk. é 


Leigh (Henry S.).—Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand-mad 


paper, bound in buckram, 5s, 


Leland (C. Godfrey), A Manual of Mending and Repairing. 


With Diagrams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Géne. Translated from 
the French by JOHN DE VILLIERS. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture boards, 25. 


Leys (John K.), Novels by. 


he Lindsays. Post 8vo, picture bds.,2s. | A Sore Tamptation. Cr, 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


Lilburn (Adam)—A Tragedy in Marble, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Lindsay (Harry, Author of ‘Methodist Idylis’), Novels by. 


Crown &8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 


Rhoda Roberts, | The Jacobite: A Romance of the Conspiracy of ‘ The Forty. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 
Judah Pyecroft, Puritan. | Tina Story of Leah. 


Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. 
An Octave of Friends. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, : 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s, 6a. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, } 
Patricia Kemball. | Ione. Under which Lord? With 12 Illustrations, 


The Atonement of Leam Dundas, ‘My Love!’ | Sowing the Wind. 
The World Well Lost, With rz Illusts, Paston Carew, Millionaire and Miser. 
The One Too Many. Duicie Everton. | With a Silken Thread, 


The Rebel of the Family, 


Pest 8vo, cloth limp, 25. 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. Gurselves: Essays on Women, 
Freeshooting: Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN LINTON, 


Lowe (Charles, M.A.).—Our Greatest Living Soidiers. With > 


8 Portraits, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Lucy (Henry W.).—Gideon Fieyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 


extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 
Teresa Itasca. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, rs. 
Broken Wings. With Six Illustrations by W, J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


: 
MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 
q 
I 
it 


Mr. Stranger’s Sealed Packet. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
Ednor Whitlock. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ts, 


Macdonell (Agnes).—Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 
MacGregor (Robert).—Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 


Games, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. | 


: 
Mackenna (Stephen J.) and J. Augustus O’Shea.—Brave Men : 
in Action: Thrilling Stories of the British Flag. With 2 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD, fi 


Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. { 


McCarthy (Justin), Works by. 


A History of Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of : 


1880. IBRARY EDITION. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, res. each.- Also a POPULAR 
EDITION, in Four-Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an i 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s.6d.each. 
A History of Our Own Times, from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, if 
12s, ; or crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. ss 
,A Short History of Our Own Times. One Vol., crown 8yvo, cloth extra, 6s,—Also a CHEAP | 
POPULAR EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. } 
A History of the Four Georges and of William the Fourth. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY 


and JUSTIN HUNTLY MCCARTHY, Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 125. each. 
The Reign of Queen Anne. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. each, ji 
Reminiscences. With a Portrait, Two Vols., demy 8yo, cloth, 245. ; ! 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth limp, 25. 6¢, each } 
The Waterdale Neighbours, Donna Quixote, With 12 Illustrations, A 
My Enemy’s Daughter. The Comet of a Season. t 
A Fair Saxon. Linley Rochford.| Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations, : 
Dear Lady Disdain. | The Dictator. Camiola: A Girl with a Fortune. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Illustrations. Red Diamonds. | The Riddle Ring, 

Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. €d. each, 

The Three Disgraces, and other Stories, j Mononia?: A Love Story of ' Forty-eight.’ 


“S — — — a 
‘The Right Honourahle.’ By JUSTIN MCCARTHY and Mrt. CAMPBELL PRAED. Crown re, | 
cloth extra, 6s, | 


ustin Huntly), Works by. 


evolution. (Constituent Assembly, 2789-91), Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, ras. each. 
An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown 8yo, 1s. ; cloth, rs. 6a, 
Ireland Since the Union: Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1886, Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 
Hafizin London: Poems. Smail 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d. 
_ Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s.; cloth limp, rs. 6a. 
Boom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8yo, picture cover, 1s. ‘ 
Dolly: A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, rs.; cloth limp, rs. 6d. 
Lily Lass: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, rs.; cloth limp, 1s. 6d. 
A London Legend. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
The Royal Christopher. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


MacDonald (George, LL.D.), Books by. 


Works of Fancy and imagination. Ten Vols., 16mo, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, ors.; or 
the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at 2s. 6d. each. 

Vol. I. WITHIN AND WITHOUY?.—THE HIDDEN LIFE. 

» Il. THE DISCIPLE.—THE GOSPEL WOMEN.—BOOK OF SONNRTS.—ORGAN SONGS. 

» III, VIOLIN SONGS.—SONGS OF THE DAYS AND NIGHTS,—A BOOK OF DREAMS,—ROADSIDB 

POEMS.—POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 

« IV, PARABLES.—BALLADS.—SCOTCH SONGS, 

» V. & VI. PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance. } Vol. VIT. THE PORTENT. 
4 » VIII, THE LIGHT PRINCESS.—THE GIANT'S HEART.—SHADOWS. 
= » IX. CROSS PURPOSES.—THE GOLDEN KEY.—THE CARASOYN.—LITTLE DAYLIGHT. 

» XX, THE CRUEL PAINTER.—THE WOW O’ RIVVEN.—THE CASTLE.—THE BROKEN SWORDS, 
—THE GRAY WOLF.—UNCLE CORNELIUS, 


Poetical Works of George MacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols. 
crown 8yvo, buckram, 12s. 
A Thraefold Cord. Edited by GEORGE MACDONALD. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s, 


Phantastes: A Faerie Romance. With 25 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. 
Heather and Snow: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 67¢.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Lilith: A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Machray (Robert).—A Blow over the Heart. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 65, 


Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of illustrious Literary Charac- 
ters: 85 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE; with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical, Bibliographical, 
and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by WILLIAM 
BATES, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 


Miacquoid (Mirs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
in the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by THOMAS R. MACQUOID. 
Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 Illusts. by T. R. MACQUOID, 
Through Normandy. With 92 Illustrations by T, R. MACQUOID, anda Map. 
About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID. 


Magician’s Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c, 
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 


Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 
= Directions. By T.C. HEPWORTH. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, rs. ; cloth, 1s. 6d. 


| Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 


Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5s. 


Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d’Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTGOMERIE RAN- 
KING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


'Mallock (W. H.), Works by. 


The New Republic. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture boards, 2s. 
The New Paul and Virginia: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8s, | Is Life Worth Living? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
Margueritte (Paul and Victor),.—The Disaster. Translated by 
___FREDERIC LEES. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. Z : 2 
Marlowe’s Works. Including his Translations, Edited, with Notes 
: and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 3 
Mason (Finch).—Annals of the Horse-Shoe Club. With 5 Illus- 
__ trations by the AUTHOR. Crown vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. : 
-Massinger’s Plays. From the Text of Wittiam Girrorp, Edited 
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. : 
Matthews (Brander).—A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 25. 6a. 


Max O’Rell, Books by. Crown Bre cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 


Her Royal Highness Woman. Between Ourselves. 


Merrick (Leonard), Novels by. 
Fhe Man who was Good. Post 8vo, picture boards, 25. 
* | 3s. 6d. each. 
_ his Stage of Fools, oe ioe Dele Z Cynthia: A Daughter of the Philistines, 
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Meade (L.. T.), Novels by. 


A Soldier of Fortune, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 


The Voice of the Charmer. With 8 Illustrations. ‘An Adventuress, 
In an Iron Grip. On the Brink of a Chasm. The Blue Diamond. ee 
The Siren. The Way of a Woman. & Stumble by tha Way. ~ 


Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. A Son of Ishmael. 
This Troublesome World. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Merivale (Herman).—Bar, Stage, and Platform: Autobiographic’ 
Memories. With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande, By 
A, E, SWEET and J. ARMOY KNOX. With 265 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young; or, The 
House of Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 62. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth, 1s. 6d, each. 
The Hygiene of tha Skin. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, Wines, &c, 


The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. 
The Laws of Life, and their Ralation to Diseases of the Skin. 


Minto (Wm.).—Was She Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d, 
Mitchell (Edmund), Novels by. 


The Lone Star Rush, With 8 Illustrations by NORMAN H, HARDY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each. 


Only a Nigger. } The Belforts of Culben. 
Crown &vo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2s. each, F 
Plotters of Paris. i Tha Temple of Death. | Powards the Eternal Snows. 


Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each, 
The Gun-Runner: A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD. 
Renshaw Fanning’s Quest. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD. Y 
The Triumph of Hilary Blachiand. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; picture cloth, flat backs, 2s, each. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
The King's Assegai. With Six full-page Illustrations by STANLEY L. Woop. 

Molesworth (Mrs.).—Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d, ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott=).—The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 
With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIzZ, W. Q. ORCIIARDSON, JT. MACWHUIRTER, COLIN HUNTER, 
R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 4to, buckrain, 2rs. 

Montagu (Irving).—Things | Have Seen in War. With 16 full- 
page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 

The Epicurean; and Alciphron. Post 8vo, half-bound, es. 
Prose and Werse; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Edited 
by R. H, SHEPHERD. With Portrait, Crown &vo, cloth extra, 75. 6a, 

Morrow (W. C.).—Bohemian Paris of To=Day. With 106 Illustra- 


tions by EDOUARD CUCUEL. Smalldemy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, 


Muddock (J. E.), Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each, 


Basile the Jester. With Frontispiece by Srey Woop. 


Young Lochinvar, The Golden Idol. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each. 
The Dead Man’s Secret. _| From the Bosom of tha Deep. 


Stories Weird and Wonderful, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 25. 6d. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. With x2 Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d.; picture cloth; flat back, 2s. 


Murray (D. Christie), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢. each ; post 8vo, fllustrated boards, 2s. each. 


A Life’s Atonement. A Model Father. Bob Martin’s Little Gir]. 
doseph’s Coat. 12 Illusts. | Old Blazer’s Hero. Time’s Revenges, 

Coals of Fire. 3 Illusts, Cynic Fortune. Frontisp, A Wasted Crime, 

Val Strange. By the Gate of the Sea, In Direst Peril. 

Hearts. A Bit of Human Nature, Mount Despair. i 
The Way of tha World. | First Person Singular. A Capful o’ Nails. 


The Making of a Novelist: An Experiment in Autobiography. With a Collotype Portrait, Cr. 
8vo, buckram, 3s. 6d. : 
My Contemporaries in Fiction. Crown 8vo, buckram, 3s. 6d. 
His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
This Little World. | __A Race for Millions. | Tha Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Yerse, With Frontispiece by ARTHUR HOPKINS, Jas 
Despair’s Last Journey. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
doseph’s Cont, POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d, (Shortly 
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Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 


¥, Crown 8yo, cloth extra, gs. 6@. each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each, 
‘ One Traveller Returns. _ : { The Bishops’ Bible. 
Paul Jones’s Alias, &c. With Illustrations by A, FORESTIER and\G. NICOLET. 


Murray (Henry), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each, 
A Game of Bluff. | _.A Song of Sixpence, 


Newbolt (H.).—_Taken from the Enemy. Post 8vo, leatherette, is. 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 


‘Bail Up.’ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Lessons in Art. With ar Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 25. 6d. 
Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. each ; post 8vo, 


picture boards, 2s, each, e 
Saint Ann’s, | Billy Bellew. With a Frontispiece by F. H. TOWNSEND. 


Wiss Wentworth’s Idea. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 
Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Doctor Rameau. | A Last Love. : 


A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s, 
_Love’s Depths. Translated by F. ROTHWELL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Cliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Primrose Path, | Whiteladies. | The Greatest Heiress in England. 
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 67. 

O’ Shaughnessy (Arthur), Poems by; 

Feap. 8vo, cloth extra, 75, 6d, each. 
Music and Moonlight. | Songs of a Worker, 
Lays ef France. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, ros. 6d. 


Ouida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ea. 


Held in Bondage. A Dog of Flanders. In Maremma. | Wanda, 
Tricotrin. Pascarel. | Signa, Bimbi. | Syrlin. 
Strathmore. | Chandos. | Txzo Wooden Shoes, Frescoes, | Gthmar, 
Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage| In a Winter City. Princess Napraxine. 
Under Two Flags. Ariadne. | Friendship, Guildervoy. | Kufiino, 
Pack. | Idalia. A Village Commune. Two Offenders, 
Folle-Farine, Moths. ! Pipistrello. Santa Barbara. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8yo, 6d. each. 
Under Two Flags.| Moths.| Held in Bondage.| Puck.| Strathmore. [Shortiy. 


Tha Waters of Edera. Crown évo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 25. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works. of OUIDA by F, SYDNEY MORRIS, Post 
8vo, cloth extra, 5s. CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, 25, 
Palmer (W. T.).—Lake-Country Rambles. With a Frontispiece. 
Crown 8yo, linen, gilt top, 6s. 3 
Pandurang Hari; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo, With Preface by Sir 
BARTLE FRERE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Paris Salon, The lilustrated Catalogue of the, for 1902. (Iwenty- 


fourth Year.) With over 300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 3s. 


Payn (Jamies), Novels by. 


Crown 8v0, cloth extra, 35. 6d, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 


Lost Sir Massingberd. The Family Scapegrace. 

A County Family. Holiday Tasks. | 

Less Black than We're Painted. The Talk of the Town. With 12 IIlusts, 

By Proxy. | For Cash Only. The Mystery of Mirbridge, 

High Spirits. The ord and the Will. 

A Confidential Agent. With x2 Illusts, The Burnt Million. 

A Grape from a Thorn. With 12 Illusts, Sunny Stories. | A Trying Patient. 
Post 8vo illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

Humorous Stories. | From Exile, Found Dead. | Gwendoline’s Harvest. 

The Foster Brothers. Mirk Abbey. | A Marine Residence, 

Married Beneath Him. Tne Canon’s Ward. 

Bentinck’s Tutor. | Walter’s Word, Not Wooed, But Won. 

A Perfect Treasure, [yro Hundred Pounds Reward. 

Like Father, Like Son. The Best of Husbands. 

A Woman’s Vengeance. Balyes. What He Cost Her, 

Carlyon’s Year. Cecil’s Tryst. { Fallen Fortunes.| Kit: A Memory. 

Murphy’s Master. | At Her Marcy. Under One Roof.| Glow-worm Tales, 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. A Prince of the Blood. 


Bome Private Views. 5 ; 

A Modern Dick Whittington ; or, A Patron of Letters, With a Portrait of the Author. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

In Peril and Privation. With 17 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Notes from the ‘ News,’ Crown 8vo, cloth, rs. 6d. 


Payne (Will).—Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, 
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Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 
Introduction and Notes by T. M‘CRIE, D.D, Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 


Paul (Margaret A.).—Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 
Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON, 35. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Pennell=-Elmhirst (Captain E.: ‘‘ Brooksby ’’).—The Best of the 
Fun. With Coloured and Plain Illustrations by JOHN STURGESS. Rvyal 8vo, cloth. [SAortly. 
Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. ea. 
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. DU MAURIER. 
The Muses of Mayfair: Vers de Société, Selected by H. C. PENNELL. 
Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. each. 
An Old Maid’s Paradise. ] Buréglars in Paradise. 
Beyond the Gates. Post 8vo, picture cover, rs. ; cloth, 1s. 62. 
Jack the Fisherman. Illustrated by C, W. REED. Crown 8vy, cloth, rs. 64. 


Phil May’s Sketch-Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown 
folio, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown 8vo, canvas, gilt top. 5s. each. 
Famous Wiolinists and Fine Violins. | The Confessions of a Wiol-.nist, 
Woice and Wiolin: Sketches, Anecdotes, and Reminiscences. 4 
Planche (J. R.), Works by. 
The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75, 6¢. 

__ Songs and Poems, 1819-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 
Plutarch by JOHN and WM, LANGHORNE, and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, halfcloth ros. 6¢. 
Poe’s (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays. 

With an Introduction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Pollock (W. H.).—The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By 


Sir WALTER BESANT and WALTER H. POLLOCK. With 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 65. 


Pond (Major J. B.).—Eccentricities of Genius: Memories of 
Famous Men and Women of the Platform and the Stage. With 9r Portraits. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 


Pope’s Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
Porter (John).—Kingsclere. Edited by Byron WEBBER. With 19 


full-page and many smaller Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 


Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s. each, 
The Romance of a Station. |The Sovl of Countess Adrian. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. i | Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W PAGET. 
Mrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 Illustrations by ROBERT SAUBER. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6@. each. 
Nulma, ! Madame Izan. | ‘As a Watch in the Nizht.’ 


Price (E. C.).—Valentina. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Princess Olga.—Radna;: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Pryce (Richard).—Miss Maxwell’s Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW, 35. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Proctor (Richard A.), Works by. 
Flowers of the Sky. With ss Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6@. 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Night in the Year. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Saturn and its System._ With 13 Steel Plates, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ros. 6d. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
The Universe of Suns, &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 
Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown 8vo, rs. 6d. 


Rambosson (J.).—-Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B, Pitman. 
With to Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Randolph (Col. G.).—Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Read (General Meredith).—Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne, 


and Savoy. With 31 full-page Illustrations. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 28s. 


Riddell (Mrs. Jj. H.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6¢. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Uninhabited House. Fairy Water. 
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. | Her Mother’s ta 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens, The Nun’s Curse, | dis Talenr, 


—_-"” 


Reade’s (Charles) Novels. 
The New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long primer 
type, printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6a. each. 


3. Peg Woffington; and Christie John- 
stone, 

2. Hard Cash, 

3. The Cloister and the Hearth. Witha 
Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT. 

4.‘ It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 

5. The Coursa of True Love Never Did 
Run Smooth; and Singleheart and 
Doubleface. 

6. The Sree aed of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; Hero and a Mar- 
tyr; and The Wandering Heir. 


7. Love Me Little, Love ma Long. 

8 The Double Marriage. 

9. Griffith Gaunt. 

ro, Foul Play. 

rr. Put Yourself in Mis Placa 

12, A Terrible Temptation, 

13. A Simpleton. 

14. A Woman-Hater. 

15. The Jilt, and other Stories; and Good 
Stories of Manand other Animals. 

16. A Perilous Secret. 

17. Readiana; and Bible Characters, 


In Twenty-one Volumes, post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 


Peg Woffington. Christie Johnstone, 

‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 

The Course of True Love Neyer Did Run 
Smooth, 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack of 
all Trades ; and James Lambert, 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 


Hard Cash. Griffith Gaunt. 
Foul Play. | Put Yourselifin His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. , 
A Simpleton. | The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 

Singleheart and Doubleface. \ 

Good Stories of Man and cther Animals. 
The Jilt, and other Stories. 


A Perilous Secret. | Readiana. 


LARGE TyPz, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. Pott Svo, cl., gilt top, 25. net ea.; leather, gilt edges, 35. net ea. 
| 


@he Cloister and the Hearth. 


‘{t is Never Too Late tc Mend.’ 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ | The Cloister and the Hearth. | Foul Play. 
Peg Wofiington; and Christie Johnstone. | Hard Cash. | Griffith Gaunt, (Shortly. 


Christie Johnstone. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxb.2s.6d, 


Peg Woffington. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. 
NEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION, with 16 Photogravure and 84 


Zhe Cloister and the Hearth. 


Feap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s, 6d. 


half-tone Illustrations by MATT B,JHEWERDINE. Small 4to, cloth gilt and gilt top, 10s. 6d. net.— 
Also in Four Vols., post 8vo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER BESANT, and a Frontispiece to 


each Vol., buckram, gilt top, 6s. the set. 
Eible Characters. 


IRELAND, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, rs. 
Selections from the Works of Charles Reade, 


With an Introduction by Mrs, ALEX. 


Richardson (Frank), Noveis by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 68, 


The King’s Counsal, 


The Man who Lost his Past. With 50 lllusts. by TOM BROWNE, R.I. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 


Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. 


Large crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 


Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With 52 Illustrations by the Author, 
About England with Dickens, With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and A, RIMMER, 


Rives (Amelie), Stories by. | 
Barbara Dering. 


Robinson Crusoe. 


Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. 


Women are Strange. 


By Danie, DEFOE, 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 


Merial: A Love Story. 
With 37 Illustrations by 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Tne Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, ; post 8vo fllustrated boards, 2s. 
The Woman inthe Dark. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Robinson (Phil), Works by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 


The Poets’ Birds. | The Poets’ Baasts. | The Poets’ Reptiles, Fishes, and Insects, 


Roll of Battle Abbey, 


came from Normandy with Wi 


iam the Conqueror, 1066. 


The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 


Printed in Gold and Colours, 5s. 


Rosengarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styies. Trans- 


lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS. 


With 630 Illustrations, 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 75. 6a. 


Ross (Albert).—A Sugar Princess. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. 


Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 


Puniana: or, Thoughts Wise and Other-wise : a Collection of the Best Riddles, Conundrums, Jokes, 


Sells, &c., with numerous Illustrations by the Author. 
More Puniana: A Second Collection of Riddles, Jokes, &c. 


Runciman (James), Stories by. 
Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, 


Schools and Scholars. 
Skippérs and Shellbacks. 


With numerous Illustrations. 


en eer 


Russell (Dora), Novels by. 


A Country Sweetheart. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. ; picture cloth, flat back, zs. 


The Drift of Fate. 


Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 


Russell (Herbert).—True Blue; or, ‘The Lass that Loved a Sailor,’ 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6a, 


20 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W 
Russell (Rev. John) and his Qut-of-door Life. By E. W. L 


DAvizs. A New Edition, with Illustrations coloured by hand. Royal 8vo, cloth, 16s. net. 


Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c., by. 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s, 6¢. each, 


Round the Galley-Fire. An Gcean seasons: 

In the Middla Watch. My Shipmate Louise. 

Cn the Fo’k’sle Head. Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

4A Voyage to the Capa. The Good Ship ‘ Mohock.’ 

A Book for the Hammock. The Phantom Death. \ 
The Mystary of the ‘Ocean Star.’ Is He the Man? | The Convict Ship, 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. Heart of Oak, The Last Entry. 


The Tale of the Ten. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
A Taia of Two Tunnels. | he Death Ship, 
The Ship: Her Story. With 50 Illustrations by H. C. SEPPINGS WRIGHT. Small 4to, cloth, 6s. 


The ‘Pretty Poily’: A Voyage of Incident, With x12 Illustrations by G, E, ROBERTSON. 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. Z 


Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 


Crown 8vyo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. Re 
A Fellow of Trinity, With a Note by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES and a Frontispiece. 


The Junior Dean, The Master of St. Benedict’s. | To His Own Master, ; 
Orchard Damers]. In the Face of tha Worid. The Tremlett Diamonds: — 

Feap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. 6d. each. 
The Old Maid’s Sweetheart. | Modest Little Sara. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. each, 

“The Wooing of May. A Tragic Honeymoon, KB Proctor’s Wooing, 
Fortune’s Gata, Gallantry Bower. Bonnie Maggie Lauder, 
Mary Unwin. With 8 Illustrations by PERCY TARRANT. Mrs. Dunbar’s Secret. 


Saint John (Bayle).—A Levantine Family. A New Edition, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Sala (George A.).—Gasiight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 


Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years. 
By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 


Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 


ing Experiments in Drawing-room or ‘ White’ Magic. By W.H. CREMER, With 300IIlustrations, Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. S 


Seguin (L. G.), Works by. 
Tho Country of the Passion: Play (Oberammergaw) and the Highlands of Ravaria. With 
Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
Walks in Algiers, With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


Senior (Wm.).—By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 64. 
Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 


Under False Pretencas. Dr, Endlcott’s Experiment. 


Shakespeare for Children: Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. 
With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 


Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and Schoo! Life, 
the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time. By WILLIAM J. ROLFE, 


Litt.D. A New Edition, with 42 Illustrations, and an INDEX OF PLAYS AND PASSAGES RE- 
FERRED TO, Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 


Sharp (William).—Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, 
Shelley’s (Percy Bysshe) Complete Werks in Verse and Prose. 


Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HERNE SHEPHERD, Five Vols., crown 8yvo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Postical Works, in Three Vols, : . 
Vol, I, Introduction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley's Corre- 
spondence with Stockdale; The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems; Rosalind and Helen; Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, &c, 
w II, Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 
» III, Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy}; and other Pieces, 
Prose Works, in Two Vols. : 
Vol, I, The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refue 
tation of Deisin; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments, 
II, The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY, 
With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. — 


Sherard (R. H.).—Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s, 6d. 
Sheridan’s (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 


Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, 
and Jokes. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
The Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post 8yo, half-bound, 2s. 
Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro- 


duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRANDER MATTHEWS, With 
Illustrations, Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s, 6d, 


‘ ND S, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Teac Lendon, W.C. 21 
P.).—The Purple Cloud. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
duey’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 


‘those in‘ Arcadia.’ With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A, B. GROSART, 
D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. each. 


ignboards: Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and 
Remarkable Characters. By JACOB LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis+ 
piece and 94 Lilustrations,. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 


ims (George R.), Works by. 
= Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Ring o’ Bells. | My Two Wives. Memoirs of a Landlady, 
‘Yinkletop’s Crime. | Tales of To-day. | Scenes from the Show. 
_ Zeph: A Circus Story, &e. : The Yen Cominandments: Stories, 
_ Bramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. each; cloth, rs. 6d. each. 

; The Pagonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readings and Recitations In Prose and Verse 

selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SIMS. 


= ‘Ths Case of Georga Candfemas, i Dagonet Ditties. (From 7e Referee.) 
{ How the Poor Live; and Horrible London. With a Frontispiece by F. BARNARD. 
x Crown 8vo, leatherette, rs. Dagonet Dramas of the Day. Crown 8yo, 1s, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. each ; post 8yo, picture boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 25. 6d, each. 
_ Mary Jane’s Memoirs. | ary Jans Married, | Rogues and Yagabonds. 
, x Bagonet Abroad. 
hes Crown 8yvo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 


Once upon a Christmas Time. With 8 Illustrations by CHARLES GREEN, R.I. 
In London’s Heart: A Story of To-day.—Also in picture cloth, flat back,2s, | A Blind Marriage, 
Without the Limelight: Theatrical Life as jit is. | The Small-paré Lady, &e. 
| Biographs of Babylon: Life Pictures of London’s Moving Scenes, 
‘Sister Dora: A Biography. By MarGcareT LonspALe, With Four 


es Tilustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4¢.; cloth, 6d. 


Siketchley (Artiur).—A Match in the Dark. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 


‘Slang Dictionary (The): Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal, 


Crown 8yvo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. 


N Smart (Hawley), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth 35, 6d. each; fe 8vo, picture boards, 2s, each, 


Beatrice and Benedick. Long Odds, 

_ Without Love or Licence. The Master of Rathkelly. 
Crown 8yo, cloth, 35. 6¢. each. 

The Gutsider | A Racing Rubbex. 

The Plunger. Post 8yo, picture boards, 2s Ks 


Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 


The Prince of Argolis, With 130 Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢. 
_ fhe Wooing of the Water Witch. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 


Snazellepariila. Decanted by G, S. Epwarps. With Portrait of 
: G. H, SNAZELLE, and 65 Illustrations by C. LYALL. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


| Society in London. Crown 8vo, ts.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 
Somerset (Lord Henry).—Songs of Adieu. Small 4to Jap. vel., 6s. 
Spaiding (Tf. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 


_ on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 55. 


Speight (T. W.), Novels by. 

be Se ‘ Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. The Loudwater Tragedy, 

_ By Devious Ways, &c. Burgo’s Romance. 
-Hoodwinked; & Sandycroit Mystery. uittance in Full. 


~ 


The Golden Hoop. | Back to Life. Husband from the Saa, 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 1s. 6d. each, 
A Barren Title, I Wife or No Wife? 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
_A Secret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk. | Tha Master of Trenance, 
_A Minion of the Moon: A Romance of the King’s Highway. e : 
Tha Secret of Wyvern Towers. The Doom of Siva. | : The Weh of Fata, 
Wha Strange Hxperiences of Mr. Yerschoyte. | AsIt was Wrriiten. 


Her Ladyship (being the GENTLEMAN'S ANNUAL for 1902). Demy 8vo, 15. [Nov, 


Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured {illustrations 


| _ by WALTER J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 


prigge (S. Squire).—An Industrious Chevalier. Crown &vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 6s, 


Spettigue (H. H.).—The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
\Stafford (John), Novels by. 


_ Doris and I, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6¢, 1 Carlton Priors. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, 


Starry Heavens (The): A PozticaL Birtupay Boox Royal 


cloth extra, 2s, 6d. 


Stag-Hunting with the ‘Devon and Somerset.’ An Account of 
the Chase of the Wild Red Deer on Exmoor, 1887-1901, By PHILIP EVERED. With 7o Illustrations 
by H. M. LOMAS, Crown 4to, cloth gilt, r6s. net. 


Stedman (E. C.).—Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).—The Cruciform Mark: The Strange 


Story of RICHARD TREGENNA, Bachelor of Medicine (Univ. Edinb.) Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 


Stephens (Robert Neilson).—Philip Winwood: A Sketch of the 


Domestic History of an American Captain in the War of Independence. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 62. 


Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife: A Novel. ‘Post 


Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; illustrated boards, 2s. 


Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s, each, 
Travels with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 5 
An Inland Voyage. Witha Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 
The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by J. D. STRONG. 
The Merry Men. Underwoods: Poems. Memories and Portraits, 
Wirginibus Puerisque, and other Papers. | Ballads, | Prince Otto, 
Beoross the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 
Weir of Hermiston. In the South Seas, 
A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 27 illustrations by A. S. BOYD. 
Songs of Travel. Crown 8vo, buckram, ss. 
New Avabian Nights, Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
—POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, 6d. 
The Suicide Club; and The Rajah’s Diamond. (From NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS.) With 
Eight Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ) mt 
The Stevenson Reader: Selections from the Writings of ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited 
by LLOYD OSBOURNE. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.; buckram, gilt top, 35. 6d. ee 
The Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Passages from the Works of STEVENSON. Small 16mo, cloth, 
2s. net; leather, 3s. net. : 
ARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. Pott 8vo, cl., gilt top, 2s, neteach; leather, gilt edges, 35. net each. 
Familiar Studies of Man and Books. | New Arabian Nights. 
Robert Louis Stewenson: A Life Study in Criticism. By H. BELLYSE BAILDON. With 
2 Portraits. SECOND EDITION, REVISED. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 


Stockton (Frank R.).—The Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 


numerous Illustrations by VIRGINIA H. DAVISSON and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 64. 


Storey (G. A., A.R.A.).—Sketches from Memory. With 93 


Illustrations by the Author. Demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 12s. 6d, 


Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by HELEen and 
ALICE ZIMMERN. Crown 8yo, cloth extra 35. 6d. y 


Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Craaa 


8vo, cloth extra, with r9 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 39. 6d. ; post 8yv0, illustrated boards, 2s, E08 


Strange Secrets. Told by Percy FirzceraLp, Conan Doy ez, FLor. 
ENCE MARRYAT, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. or 


Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People rl 


England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., fron 
the Earliest Period, Edited by WILLIAM HONE. With r4o Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6a 


Sundowner, Stories by. 
Told by the Taffrail. Cr, 8vo, cl., 3s.6d. | The Taleofthe Serpent, Cr. 8vo, cl, flat back, 2s 


Surtees (Robert).—Handiey Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks’s Hunt 
With 79 Illustrations by JOHN LEECH. A New Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. : 


Swinburne’s (Algernon Charles) Works. 
Belections from the Poetical Works of Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 75. 

A.C. Swinburne. Fcap. 8vo 6s. Mery Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8s, 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s, ¥Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown vo, os. 


Fcap. 8yo, cloth, 6s, 


Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s, 
Poems and Ballads. FIRST SERIES. Crown 
8yo, or fcap. 8vo, 95. 
Poems and Ballads. SECOND SER. Cr.8vo,9s. 
Poems & Ballads. THIRDSERIES. Cr. 8vo, 75, 
Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, tos. 6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
George Chapman. (See Vol. Il. of G, CHAP- 
MAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, r2s. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6s, 
A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, 8s. 
Songs of the Springtideg, Czown 8vo, 6s, 


KA Century ef Roundels. Small 4to, 8s, 

A Midsummer Holiday. Crown 8vo, 7s, 

Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo, 6s. © 

Miscellanias. Crown 8vo, 12s, 

Locrine: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8yo, 7s, 

The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. 8vo, 9s, 

The Tala of Balen. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Rosamund, Queen of the Lombards? 
Wee Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Naw Volume of Poems, Cr, 8vo, [Shorti! 


* 


TTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C. 233 
rift’s (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 


___ Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ‘ Gulliver's Travels.’ Crown 8vo, clot! 6d. 
: Gulliver’s Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-bound, 25. = 
___ Jonathan Swift: A Study. By J]. CHURTON COLLINS, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 85. 


z > z 7 5 z 
yatax s (Dr. Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON’S Col: i 
Author by J. ce HOTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. ae 


Paine’s History of English Literature. Translated by Henry VAN 
__ LAuN. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cloth boards, 30s.—POFULAR EDITION, Two Vols., large crown 
_ vo, cloth extra, 155. 


Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 


~ Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


Taylor (Tom).—Historical Dramas: ‘JEANNE Darc,’ '’Twixt Axe 
AND CROWN,’ ‘ THE FOOL’S REWENGE,'‘ ARKWRIGHT'S WIFE,’ ‘ANNE BOLEYNE,’ ‘PLOT AND 
__ PASSION.’ Crown 8vo, 1s. each. 


Temple (Sir Richard, G.C.S.1i.).—A Bird’s-eye View of Pictur- 


esque India. With 32 Illustrations by the Author, Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


‘Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes, With Coloured Frontispiece and 
Hundreds otf Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


‘Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Kraussz. 


With 340 Illustrations, Post 8vo, cloth, 15. 6a. 


Thomas (Annie), Novels by. 
; The Siren’s Web: A Romance of London Society. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Gomradss True. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


‘Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each, 
The Violin-Player. I In a Cathedral City. 
K Crown &vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s, each. 
__Tha House on the Scar: a Tale of South Devon. | The Son of tha House, 


Thomson’s Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro. 
duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 


Thoreau: His Life and Aims. By H. A. Pace. With a Portrait 


and View. Post 8vo buckram, 35. 6d. 


Thornbury (Walter), Bocks by. 
The Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. With Eight Illustrations In Colours and 
Two Woodcuts. New and Revised Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each, 
Clubs and Club Life in London: Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and 
Taverns. With 4x Illustrations. 
_ English Eccentrics and Eccentricitlas: Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes, 
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c, With 48 Illustrations, 


Twain’s (Mark) Books. 
The Author’s Edition de Luxe of the Works of Mark Twain, in 22 Volumes (limited 
to 600 Numbered Copies for sale in Great Britain and its Dependencies), price £13 155. net the 
Set; or, 125. 6d. net per Volume, is now complete, and a detailed Prospectus may be had, The 
First Volume of the Set is SIGNED BY THE AUTHOR. (Sold only in Sets.) 


UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION OF MARK TWAIN'S WORKS. 
: Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each. 

Mark Twain's Library of Humour. With 197 Illustrations by E, W. KEMBLE. 

Roughing It;and Tha Innocents at Homa. With 200 Illustrations by F. A. FRASER, 

The American Claimant. With 81 Illustrations by HAL HURST and others, 

*The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With 111 Illustrations, 

Tom Sawyer Abroad, With 26 Illustrations by DAN BEARD. 

Tom Sauryer, Datective, &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author. 

Pudd’nhead Wilson, With Portrait and Six IWlustrations by LOUIS LOEB. 
_ *&A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. : . 
- ¥*fhe Innocents Abroad; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illustrations, (The Two Sbil- 

ling Edition is entitled Mark Twain’s Pleasure Trip.) i 
*Tha Gilded Age. By MARK TWAINandC. D. WARNER With 212 Illustrations, 
*The Prince and the Pauper. With 190 Illustrations, 
*Life on the Mississippl. With 300 Illustrations. 
*The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBLR, 
. *f& Yankee at the Court of King Arthur, With 220 Illustrations by DAN BEARD. 
 *The Stolen White Elephant. "The £1,000,000 Bank-Note, 
_ A Double-barrelled Detective Story. With 7 Illustrations by LUCIUS HITCHCOCK, 
_ he Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revisedand Corrected throughout by the Author, With 
- Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations, 
PA _ *,* The books marked " may be had also in post 8vo, picture boards, at 25. each. 
#2 Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each, 
Personal Recollections of Joan of Arc, With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. DU Monn, 
More Tramps Abroad. 
ne Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg, and other Stories and Sketches, With a Frontlsplece, 


Trollope (Arithony), Navel by. ie 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated paw 2S. each, 
The Way We Live Now. Mir. Scarborough’s Family, Fae te 
Frau Frohmann, | Marion Fay. The Land-Leaguers. é ; 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each 

Kept in the Dark. | The American Senator. | The Golden Lion of Granpere, 
Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. . 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢. each; post 8vo, illustrated Bostass 2s, each, : oy 

Like Ships upon the Sea. | Mabel’s ’Progress. { Anne Furness, we 


Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Post Svo, illust, bss ae 
Tytler (C. C. Fraser=).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 


cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 


Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


Buried Diamonds. | The Blackhali Ghosts. { What She Came Through 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Bride’s Pass. | £28 Huguenot Family.| Noblesss Obl}iga. | Disappearad. 

Saint Mungo’s City. Lady Beli. Beauty and the Beast 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Macdonald Lass. With Frontispiece. | rs. Garmichael’s Goddesses. 
The Witch-Wife, | Rachel Langton.| Sapphira. | A Honeymoon's Eclipse, 
A Young Dragon. 


Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, picture cloth, fiat back, 2s. 
___@hree Men of Mark. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 
Upward (Allen), Novels by.—A Crown of Straw. Cr. 8vo, cl, 6s. 


The Queen Against Owen. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, picture boards, 25, 
The Prince of Balkistan. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 


Vandam (Albert D.).—A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations B 


J. BARNARD DAVIS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 


Vashti and Esther. By ‘Belle’ of The World. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. 
Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 


The Scorpion: A’Romance of Spain. Witha Frontispiece. — | The Lover’ 5 Prograss.— 

With Zola in England: A Story of Exile. With 4 Portraits. 

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Bluebeard: An Account of Comorre the Cursed and Gilles de Rais; with a Summary of various 
Tales and Traditions. With 9 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 9s. net. 


Wagner (Leopeld).—How to Get on the Stage, and how te 


Succeed there. Crown 8yo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 


Walford’s County Families of the United Kinedom (903). 
Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more tian 12,000 Distinguished 
Heads of Families, their Heirs ‘Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town 
and Country Addresses, Clubs, &c... Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, sos. [Preparing 


Waller (S, E.).—Sebastiani’s Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl.,6s. 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes 
by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 6r Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by WILLIAM 


M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown Svo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s. 


Warden (Florence), Novels by. 
Joan, the Curate. Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. che ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s 
A Fight toa Finish. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. r 
The Heart ofa Girl. Crown 8v0, cloth, gilt top, 6s. [ Shortly, 


Warman (Cy).—The Express Messenger. . Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Warner (Chas. Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 


Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 
and Seals. Printed on paper ezin. by min. 25. 45 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots, A Facsimile, including Queen Elizabeth’s Signa: 
ture and the Great Seal. 2s. : 


Wassermann (Lillias)—The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth; 1s. 6d. 
Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 


By F. W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, rs. 
Webber Byron).—Sport and Spangles. Crowe 8vo, cloth, 2s, 
Werner (A.).—Chapenga’s White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Westbury (Atha). .—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A ‘Ro: 


mance of Maoriland, Crown 8yo, cloth, 39; 6a, 


stall (William), Novels by. 
‘rust Money. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards; 2s, 
S Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
sa Man Sows. | As Luck would haye it, J The Sacred Crescents. 
er Ladyship’s Secret. Tha Old Bank. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6@. each. 
Woman Tempted Him, Nigel Fortescue. @he Phantom City. 
” Honour and Life. Ben Clough. | Birch Dene. Ralph Norbreck’s Trust, 
er Two Millions. The Old Factory (also at 67.) A Queer Race. 
wo Pinches of Snuff, Sons of Belial. Red Ryvington. 
: | With the Red Eagle. | Strange Crimes. Roy of Roy’s Court. 
A Red Bridal. 


| Wheelwright (E. Gray).—A Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
ip ishaw (Fred.), Novels by. 


_&A Forbidden Name: A Stor of the Court of Catherine the Great. Crown 8vo, cloth, 38. 6d. 
_ Mazeppa. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 


White (Gilbert).—Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo, 2s. 
| Wilde (Lady). — The Ancient Legends, Mystic oe and 


* Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 


Science in Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
¥ A Simple Treatise on Heat, With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
_ __A Windication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 lllusts. Demy-8vo, cloth extra, 12s. 64, 


Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Chiid Widow. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 
Wills (C. J.), Novels by. 


An Easy-going Fellow. Gti 8vo, cloth, 35. 6¢. | His Dead Past. Crown 8yo, cloth, 65, 


Wiison (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 


Chapters on Evolution. With 259 Tituetrations: Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d, 
Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Studies in Life and Sense. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 67. 

Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With lllustrations, Crown 8vo,ts,; cloth, 1s.6¢. 
Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 


‘Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2s. each ; cloth Pog 2s. 6d, each, 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 


‘Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends, LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
A Soldier’s Children. Witi 34 llustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth; 3s. 6d. 


Wissmann (Hermann von).— My Second Journey through 
Equatorial Africa. With 92 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s. 


‘Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. each. 


The Passengar from Scotland Yard. | he Englishman of the Rua Cain. 


Woolley (Celia Parker). —Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 


ology. Post 8vo,cloth, 2s, 6d. 


Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by. 


Caricature History of the Georges; or, press of the House of Hanoyer, Compiled from 
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, sen ag and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With 
over 300 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 

History of Caricature and of the Grotesqu ue in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and 
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75, 6d. 


Wynman (Margaret).—My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 


J.BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Post 8vo, Cloth limp, 2s. 


: as (Emile) Novels. Unirorm Epition. Translated or Edited, with 
Introductions, by ERNEST A, VIZETELLY, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 


His Masterpiece, The Fat and the Thin. | Money. 
: The Joy of Life. His Exceliency, 
- Germinal: Master and Man, The Dream. 
é She Honour of the Army. The Downfall. 
- Abbe Mouret’s Transgression, Doctor Pascal. 
he Fortune of the Rougong. Lourdes. Fruitfulness. 
The Conquest of Plassans, Rome. Work. 
: The Dram-Shop, Paris. Truth. [ Shortly, 
Be sine POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
he Dram-Shop, [Shortly. | The Downfall. 


With Zolain England. By ERNEST A, VIZETELLY, With Four Portraits, Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 62, 


‘ZL (L; Zangwill).—A Nineteenth Century Miracle, Cr, 8yo, 35,62. 


/ ' ‘ 
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SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 


The St. Martin’s Library. Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net each; leather, 3s. net each. 


The Woman in White. By WILKIE COLLNS. 


All Sorts and Conditions of Men. By Sir WALTER BESANT, ‘ 
The Cloister and the Hearth. By CHAS. READE. | ‘It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 

By RO’ERT LOUIS STEVENSON. | The Deemster. By HALL CAINE. 
By THOMAS HARDY. | The Life of the Fields. 


Familiar Studies of Men and Books, 
New Arabian Nights. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 


By CH. READR. 


a 


By RICHARD JEFFERIES 


The Mayfair Library. 


Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. ADAMS. 

The Agony Column of ‘The Times.' 

A Journey Round My Room. By X. DE MAISTRE. 
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. DOBSON, 

The Cupboard Papers. By FIN-BEC, 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir A HELPS, 
Social Pressure, By Sir A. HELPS. 

Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. By O. W. HOLMES, 
Curiosities of Criticism. By H. J. JENNINGS, 
Pencil and Palette. By R. KEMPT. 


Post 8v0, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume. 


Little Essays: from LAMB’S LETTERS. 
Forensic Anecdotes, By JACOB LARWOOD, 
Theatrical Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD, — 
Ourselves. By E. LYNN LINTON. f 
Witch Stories. By E. LYNN LINTON, 

Pastimes and Players. By R. MACGREGOR. 
New Pau! and Virginia. By W. H. MALLOCK, © 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. PENNELL. 

Pegasus Re-saddled. By H. C. PENNELL. 

By Stream and Sea. By WILLIAM SENIOR. 


The Golden Library. 
Songs for Sailors. By W. C. BENNETT. 
Lives of the Necromancers. By W. GODWIN, 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By 
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume. 


Scenes of Country Life. By EDWARD JESSE, 
La Mort @’Arthur: Selections from MALLORY, 
The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope. 
Diversions of the Echo Ciub, BAYARD TAYLOR 


( Handy Novels. 
Dr. Palliser’s Patient. By GRANT ALLEN 
Monte Carlo Stories. By JOAN BARRE1T. 
Black Spirits and White. By R. A. CRAM. 


Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, ts. 6d. each. 


Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. E. COLERIDGE, 
The Old Maid’s Sweetheart. By A. St. AUBYN. 
Modest Little Sara. By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 


My Library. 
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. 
Citation of William Shakspeare. W.S, LANDOR. 


Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. each. 


Christie Johnstone. By CHARLES READE, 
Peg Woffington. By CHARLES REAQE. 


The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each. 


Gastronomy. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN. 

Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK 
Autocrat and Professor. By O. W. HOLMES, 
Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal. 

Whims and Oddities. By THOMAS HOoOr. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. OLLIER. 
The Barber's Chair, By DOUGLAS JERROLD. 


The Essays of Elia. By CHARLES LAMB, 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACOB LARWOOD 
The Epicurean, &c. By THOMAS MOORR, 
Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, 
Gulliver's Travels, &c. By Dean SwWIrr, 
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated. 

White's Natural History of Selborne. 


POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS. 


Strathmore. By OUIDA. [Shortly. 
The Dram-Shop. By EMILE ZOLA. [Shortly. 
The Tents of Shem. GRANT ALLEN,  [Shortly, 


Griffith Gaunt. By CHARLES READER, [Skovrély. 
Armadale. By WILKIE COLLINS. (Shortly. 
Diana Barrington. By B. M, CROKER, [Shortly. 
Joseph’s Coat. By D. C. MURRAY. (Shortly. 
Shadow of the Sword. R. BUCHANAN.[ Shortly, 
Children of Gibeon. WALTER BESANT, (Shortly. 
The Orange Girl. By WALTER BESANT. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. WALT. BESANT, 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. BESANT & RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. BESANT & RICE. 

The Golden Butterfly. BESANT and RICE, 
The Deemster. By HALL CAINE. 

The Shadow of a Crime. By HALL CAINE, 

A Son of sacs By HALL CAINE, 

Antonina, By WILKIE-COLLINS. 


The Moonstone. By WILKIE COLLINS. 

The Womanin White, By WILKIE COLLINS, 
The Dead Secret. By WILKIE COLLINS, 
Man and Wife. By WILKIE COLLINS. 

The New Magdalen. By WILKIE COLLINS, — 


Held in Bondage. By OUIDA. i 
Moths. By OUIDA, |. Puck. By OUIDA. 
Under Two Flags. By OUIDA. 


Peg Woffington; and Christie Johnstone. By 
CHARLES READE. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. By CHARLES 
READE, 2 

Itis Never Too Late to Mend. CHARLES READE 

Hard Cash. By CHARLES READE, 

Foul Play. By CHARLES RRADE. . 

New Arabian Nights. By R. L. STEVENSON, 

The Old Factory. By WILLIAM WESTALL, 

The Downfali. By E. ZOLA. 


THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 


LrsraR¥ EDITIONS oF NoOVELS,many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each, 


By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 


Valerie's Fate. Barbara. 

A Life Interest. A Fight with Fate. 
(Mona's Choice. A Golden Autumn. 

By Woman's Wit. Mrs.Crichton'sCreditor. 
The Cost of Her Pride.| The Step-mother. 


NDERSON. ester 0 ti 
By M.A «—Othello's Occupation, 
¥ By G. WEBB APPLETON. 
ih C ons. 
eens “EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 
Phra the Phoenician. | Constable of St. Nicholas. 
By ARTEMUS WARD 

Artemus Ware Complete, 


By F. M. ALLEN.—Green as Grass, 
By GRANT ALLEN. 


Philistia. | Babylon, ; The Great Taboo. 
Strange Stories. Dumaresq’s Daughter. 
For Maimie’s Sake, Duchess of Powysland, 
In all Shades, Blood Royal. 

The Beckoning Hand. I. Greet’s Masterpiece 
The Devil's Die. The Scallywag. 

This Mortal Coil. At Market Value. 


The Tents of Shem. Under Sealed Ordeys, 


Ina Bebkinte Oboe: BEY ie ARE 
From Whose Bourne. | Revenaet nf 


_ Fettered for Life. 
_ The Harding Scandal. 


cs ~ 
‘ Ready-MoneyMortiboy. 
F tle Girl. 


With Harp and Crown, 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Eutterfy. 
The Monks of Thelema. 


_ THe Piccapi.iy (3/6) NovELs—continued, 
By FRANK BARRETT. 


oman of IronBracelets. 


Under a Strange Mask. 
A Missing Witness. 
Was She Justified? 


By ‘BELLE.’—vashti and Esther. 
By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 


By Celia’s Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet, 
The Seamy Side. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft, 
In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Ten Years’ Tenant, 


By Sir WALTER BESANT. 


All Sorts & Conditions. 
_ The Captains’ Room. 
Allin a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
‘Unele Jack. | Holy Rose 
World Went Well Then. 
Children of Gibeon. 
Herr Paulus. 
For Faith and Freedom, 
To Call Her Mine. 
- The Revolt of Man. 
The Beli of St. Paul's. 


Fe 


Armorel of Lyonesse. 
§.Katherine’s by Tower 
Verbena Camellia, &c. 
The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 
Dreams of Avarice. 

In Deacon's Orders. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuge. 

A Fountain Sealed. 
The Changeling. > 
The Fourth Generation 


The Charm. 


By AMBROSE BIERCE—%In Midst of Life. 
By HAROLD BINDLOSS, Ainslie’s Ju-Ju. 


: By M. McD. BODKIN. 


Dora Myrl. 


| Shillelagh and Shamrock, 


By PAUL BOURGET.—A Living Lie. 
By J. D. BRAYSHAW.—Slum Silhouettes. 
By H. A. BRYDEN.—An Exiled Scot. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 


- Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever, 
Annan Water. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Chariatan. 


The New Abelard. 
Matt. | Rachel Dene 
Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 
Redand White Heather. 
Lady Kilpatrick. 
Andromeda, 


R. W. CHAMBERS._tThe King in Yellow, 


By J. M. CHAPPLE.—the Minor Chord. 


By HALL CAINE. 

Shadow of aCrime. | Deemster. | Son of Hagar. 
By AUSTIN CLARE.—By Rise of River. 
By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 

Paul Ferroll. | Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife, 
By ANNE COATES, --Rie’s Diary. 
By MACLAREN COBBAN. 

The Red Sultan. | The Burden of Isabel. 
By WILKIE COLLINS. 
Armadale. | AfterDark.| The New Magdalen, 


No Name. | Antonina | The Frozen Deep. 

Basil. | Hide and Seek.| The Two Destinies, 
_ The Dead Secret, ‘I Say No.’ 

Queen of Hearts, Little Novels. 

My Miscellanies. The Fallen Leaves. 

The Woman in White. | Jezebel’s Danghter, 

The Law and the Lady. | The Black Robe. 


The Haunted Hotel, 
The Moonstone, 
_ Man and Wife. The Legacy of Cain, 
. Poor Miss Finch, A Rogue's Life, 
Miss or Mrs. ? 


Blind Love. 
By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 
- Blacksmith & Scholar, | You Play me False. 
The Village Comedy. Midnight to Midnight. 
M. J. COLQUHOUN.— Every Inch Soldier. 
By HERBERT COMPTON. 
- The Inimitable Mrs. Massingham. 
_ By E.H.COOPER.—Geoffory Hamilton. 
By YV. C. COTES.—tTwo Girls on a Barge. 
Sg ’ By C. BE. CRADDOCK. 
_ The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains, 
- His Vanished Star. 
2 By H. N. CRELLIN. 
- Bomances of the Old Seraglio, 


a 


Heart and Science, 
The Evil Genius. 


Nite 


By MATT CRIM. ,, 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 
By S. R. CROCKETT and others, 
Tales of Our Coast. 
By B. M. CROKER. 
Diana Barrington. The Real Lady Hilda. 
Proper Pride. Married or Single? 


A Family Likeness. Two Masters. 

Pretty Miss Neville, In theKingdom of Kerry 
A Bird of Passage. Interference. 

Mr. Jervis. A Third Person, 
Village Tales. Beyond the Pale. 

Some One Else. | Jason. | Miss Balmaine’s Past. 
Infatuation. Terence. 


By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation. 
H. C. DAVIDSON. —Mr. Sadler's Daughters, 
By HARRY DE WINDT. 
True Tales of Travel and Adventure. 
By DICK DONOVAN. 
Man from Manchester. | Tales of Terror. 
Records of Vincent Trill | Chronicles of Michael 
The Mystery of Danevitch. [Detective. 
Jamaica Terrace. Tyler Tatlock, Private 
Deacon Brodie. 
By RICHARD DOWLING. 
Old Corcoran’s Money. 
y A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Firm of Girdlestone. 
y S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 
A Daughter of To-day. | Vernon’s Aunt, 
By ANNIB EDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell. { A Plaster Saint. 
By G. S. EDWARDS. —snazelleparilla. 
By G. MANVILLE FENN 
Cursed by a Fortune. A Fluttered Dovecote. 
The Case of Ailsa Gray.| King of the Castle. 

- Commodore Junk. Master of Ceremonies, 
The New Mistress. The Man with a Shadow 
Witness to the Deed. One Maid’s Mischief. 
The Ziger Lily. Story of Antony Grace. 
The White Virgin. This Man’s Wife. 

Black Blood. In Jeopardy. (ming. 
Double Cunning. A Woman Worth Win- 


By PERCY FITZGERALD, —Fatal Zero 
By Hon. Mrs. WALTER FORBES. 


Dumb. 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 
One by One. Ropes of Sand. 
A Dog and his Shadow. | Jack Doyle's Daughter. 
A Real Queen. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Seth’s Brother’s Wife. |The Lawton Girl. 

By GILBERT GAUL. 
AStrangeManuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder, 
By PAUL GAULOT.—The Red ghirts. 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft, 
Loving a Dream, The Braes of Yarrow. 
Of High Degree 
By E. GLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. The Golden Rock. 
Fair Colonist | Fossicker | Talesfrom the Veld, 
if BE. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayne. 
By Rev. S. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. | Eve. 
By ALFRED A. GRACE. 
Tales of a Dying Race. 
CECIL GRIFFITH.—corinthia Marazion, 
By A. CLAVERING GUNTER. 
A Florida Enchantment. 
By BRET HARTE. 
A Waif of the Plains. A_Protegee of Jack 


A Ward of the Golden Hamlin's, 

Gate. (Springs. | Clarence. ‘ 
A Sappho of Green | Barker's Luck. 
Col. Starbottle's Client. | Devil’s Ford. [celsior, 
Susy. | Sally Dows. | The Crusade of the ‘Bx. 
Bell Rin, er of Angel’s. | Three Partners, 
Tales of Trailand Town | Gabriel Conroy, 


New Condensed Novols, 
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THE baa (3/6) NoveLs—continued, 
yon RAL Ae 

The Track of, a Seed | J 

By COSMO HAMILTON. 

Glamour a Impossible. | Through a Keyhole. 
THOMAS HARDY. 

Under aus Greenwood Tree. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 


Garth. | Dust. Beatrix Rando!ph. 
Ellice Quentin, David Poindexter’s Dis- 
Sebastian Strome. appearance. 


Fortune's Fool. 


Spectre of Camera. 


By Sir A. HELPS.—Ivan de Biron. 
By 1. HENDERSON.—Agatha Page. 


Dorothy’s a Oh 


G. A. HENTY. 
| The Queen’s Cup 


HEADON HILL.—Zambra the Detective, 
By JOHN HILL.—The Common Ancestor. 
By TIGHE HOPKINS. 


'Twixt Heed and Duty. | Nugents of Carriconna, 
The Incomplete Adventurer, | Nell Maflendea. 


VICT dat HUGO.—tThe Outiaw ee Iceland. 
FERGUS HUME 


Lady Bis Eye 
By Mrs. H 
Marvel. 


2 oe Circe, 
a atty. 

A Mental Bérugete, 
faiy Verner’s Flight. 


The Red-House Mystery 


The Three Graces. 


HU 


The Millionaire Mystery 
NGERFORD. 


A LES M4 BO aate: 
A Maiden all Forlorn, 
The Coming of Chloe. 
Nora Creina. 

An Anxious Moment. 
April’s Lady. 

Peter's Wiio, 


Professor's Experiment. | Lovice. 
Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 


The Leaden Casket. 
That Other Person. 


@ 
By ED 


Madame Sans-Géne. 


Seli-Condemned. 
Mrs. Juliet. 


By R. ASHE KING.—A Drawn Game. 
GEORGE LAMBERT. 


The President of Boravia 


MOND LEPELLETIER. 


By ADAM LILBURN. ‘A fraceny in Marble 
y HARRY LINDSA 


Rhoda Ses 


| The pte 


By HENRY W. LUCY. aa Fleyes. 
By E..LYNN LINT 


Patricia Kenbail, 

Under which Lord? 

‘My Love!’ | Ione, 

Paston Carew. 

Sowing the Wind, 

With a Silken Thread. 

The World Well Lost. 
By JUSTIN 

A Fair Saxon, 

Linley Rochford. 

Dear Lady Disdain, 

Camiola. 


Waterdale Neighbours. 


ae Enemy's Daughter. 
Miss Misanthrope, 


The pan cf Leam 
Dundas. 

The One Too Many. 

Dulcie Everton. 

Rebel of the Family. 

An Octave of Friends, 


McCARTHY. 
Donna Quixote. 
Maid of Athens. 
The Comet of a Season, 
The Dictator. 
Red Diamonds. 
The Riddle Ring. 
mee Three Disgraces, 


By JUSTIN’ HH. McCARTHY. 


A London Legend. 


| The Royal Christopher 


By GEORGE MACDONALD. 


Heather soph Snow. 


| Phantastes. 


- MALLOCK.—The New Republic. 
P. %& v. ISAM ERS TL Disaster. 
y L. T. MEADE. 


A Soldier of Beane: 
In an Iron eu. 
Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. 


On Brink of a Chasm. 
e Siren, 
The Way of a Woman, 


TheVoice of theCharmer | A Son of Ishmael. 


An Adventuress. 


The Blue Diamond, 


A Stumble by the Way. 
By LEONARD. MERRICK, 


This Btage of Fools. 


hia, 


1c 
By EDMUND MITCHELL 


The ohe: Star Rush. 


BERTRAM | MITFORD 

The dus anner. + he King's Assegai. 

LuckofGerardRidgeley. ak Fanning'sQues! 
The Triumph of Hilary Blachlan@, ie 
By Mrs. MOLESWORTH, 


Hathercourt Rectory. 
By MUDDCOCK. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. | Golden itol, 
Basile the Jester. | Young Lochinvar. 
y D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
4. Life's Y Atonement BobMartin's Little Giri — 


Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

Old Blazer's Hero. 

Val Strange. | Hearts. 
A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature, 
First Person Singular. 
Cynic Fortune. 

The bls of the World. 


Time's Revenges, ; 
A Wasted Crime. ; 
In Direst Peril. 

Mount Despair. 

A Capful o’ Nails. 


Tales in Prose & Verse — 


A Race for Millions, 
This Little World. 
His Own Ghost. 
Church of Humanity, 


MURRAY and HERMAN. 


The Binhoge Bible. 
Qne Traveller Returns. 


Paul Jones's Alias, 


By pata NISBET. — Bail Up f 
y W. E. NORRIS. 


Saint Ann’ By 


By G. 
Aweira gift. 


Billy Bellew. 


| 
Miss Wentworth’s 8 Idea, 


| Love’s Depths. 


By- Mrs. OLIPHANT.—tThe Sorceress. — 
By OUIDA : 


Held in Bondage. 
Strathmore. | Chandos. 
Flags. 


| Puck. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 


Pascarel. | Signa. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 


Ina Winter City. 
Friendship. 

Moths. | Ruiino, | 
Pipistrello. | Ariadns, 
A Village Commune. 
Bimbi. | Wanda. 
Frescoes. | Othmar, — 
In Maremma. 
Syrlin. 
Santa Barbara. 
Two Offenders. 


The Waters of Edera. 
By MARGARET A. PAUL. 


Gentle and Simple. 
By 


Lost Sir Masshieber d. 
The Family Scapegrace | 
A County Family. 

Less Black than We're 

Painted. 

A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Periland Privation. 
Mystery of Mirbridge. 
“ae $ at a ae Proxy. 


JAMES PAYN. 


The Talk of the Town, 

Holiday Tasks. 

For Cash Only, 

The Burnt Million, 

The Word and the WIL 

Sunny Stories. : 

A Trying Patient. 

A Modern Dick Whit- 
tington. 


PAYNE. —Jerry the Dress! 
— Wit CAMPBELL PRAED. 


Outlaw: and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 


Mrs, Tregaskiss. 
Nalma. | Madame Izan, 


‘Asa Watch in the Night.’ 
By_ E. C. PRICE.—valentina, 


By RICHARD PRYCE. 
Miss Maxwetl 3s Affections. 


By CHARLES READE. 


Peg Woffington; and 
Christie Johnstone, 
Hard Cash. 

Cloister & the Hearth. 

Never Too Late to Mend 

The Course of True 
Love; and Single- 
heart & eee 

eee ae & 

Thief ; oE all 
Trades; A Hero and 
a Martyr; and The 
Wandering Heir. 


Grifith Gaunt. 
Love Little, Love Long, 


| Gutlderoy, 


The Double Marriage, - 


Foul Play. 

Put Y’rself in His Place 

A Terrible Temptation, 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater, _ 

The Jilt, & otherStories; 
& Good Stories of Man, 

A Perilous Secret, 

Leys tanege }_ and 

aracters. 


By FRANK RICHARDSON. 
The Mam who Lost His Past. 


»By Mrs, J. H. RIDDELL. ‘ 


Weird Siiviea 


| A Rich Man's De 


Bible 


ICCADILLY (3/6) NovELS—continued, 


: By. PRE RIVES. 
Barbara D ig 

By F. W. ROBINSON. 
he Hands of Justice. | Womanin the Dark. 
By ALBERT ROSS.~—a sugar Princess. 
« RUNCIMAN.—Skippers and Shellbacks. 


By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
‘Bound the Galley-Fire, | My Shipmate Louise. 
In the Middle Watch. Alone on Wide Wide Sea. 

_ Qn the Fo’k’sle Head The Phantom Death. 

_ A Voyage tothe Cape. | Is He the Mau? 
_ Book forthe Hammock. | Good Ship ‘Mohock.' 
_ Mysteryof ‘Ocean Star’ | The Convict Ship: 
_ denny Harlowe. eart of Oak. 

An hosed Tragedy. The Talegi the Ten, 

‘ATale of Two Tunnels. | The Last Entry. 

a The Death Ship. 

By DORA RUSSELL. —prift of Fate. 
By HERBERT RUSSELL. True Blue. 
BAYLE ST. JOHN.—A Levantine Family. 

By ADELINE SERGEANT. 

Dr. Endicott’s Experiment. 

: ‘Unéer False Pretences. 

_ By M. P. SHIEL.=The Purple Cloud. 

% By GEORGE R. SIMS. 

__ Dagonet Abroad. 


; 


In London's Heart, 
‘Once Upon a Christmas | Mary Jane’s Memoirs, 
s Time. Mary Jane Married. 


‘Without the Limelight. | The Small-part Lady. 
Beoeses and Barenpnce. A Blind Marriage. 
Biographs of Babylon. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 


Without exe or Licence. | The Outsidor. 
The Master of Rathkelly. | Beatrice & Benedick, 
- Long Odds. A Racing Rubber. 


By J. MOYR SMITH. 
The Prince of Argolis. 

T. W. SPEIGHT. 
A Minion of the Moon. 
Secret Wyvern Towers. 
‘he Master of Trenance | The Doom of Siva. 
. The Web of Fata. As it was Written. 
| ‘The Strange SGT ELS of Mr. Verschoyle. 

B 


7 

' 

By 
A Secret of the Sea, 
The Grey Monk. 


y AN ST. AUBYN. 

_ A Fellow of Trinity. The Tremlett Diamonds, 
The Junior Dean. The Wooing of May. 
Master of St.Benedict’s. | A Tragic Honeymoon. 
To his Own Master. A Proctor’s Wooing, 
| Gallantry Bower. Fortune's Gate. 

In Face of the World. | Bonnie Maggie Lauder, 
escnard Damerel, Mary Unwin, 


Mrs. Dunbar’s Secret. 
_ By JOHN STAFFORD.—Doris and 1. 
By R. STEPHENS.—The Cruciform Mark, 
; By R. NEILSON STEPHENS. 
Philip Winwood. 
R. A. STERNDALE.—The Afghan Knife, 
RL ede ad aM —The pee Club, 
y FRANK STOCKTO 
The sath Master of Hyson Hall. 
By SUNDOWNER. fold by the Taffrail. 
ed aN THOMAS. —The Siren’s Web. 
3 BERNA THOMAS. 
The Violin: layer 


St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C 


By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE 
Like Ships upon Sea. Mabel's Progress. 


Anne Furness, 
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. | Scarborough's Family. 
Frau Frohmann, The Land-Leaguers. 
Marion Fay. 
By IVAN TURGENIEFR, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 
By MARK TWAIN. 
Choice Works, Pudd’nhead Wilson. 
Library of Humour, The Gilded Age. 

The Innocents Abroad. | Prince and the Pauyer. 
Roughing It; and The | Life on the Mississippi. 
Innocents at Home, |The Adventures of 

A Tramp Abroad. Huckleberry Finn. 
TheAmerican Claimant. | A Yankee at the Court 
AdventuresTomSawyer| of King Arthur. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. Stolen White Elephant, 
Tom Sawyer, Detective | £1,000,000 Bank-note, 

A Double-barrelled Detective Story. 

C. C. F.s«TYTLER.—wMistress Judith. 
By SARAH TYTLER. 
WhatShs Chnerbeotch. Mrs. Carmichael's God- 

Buried Diamonds. desses. 
The Blackhall Ghosts. | Rachel Langton. 
The Macdonald Lass. | A Honeymoon’s Eclipse, 
Witch-Wife. | Sapphira ' A Young ooo 
y ALLEN UPWARD 
The paises Ne Owen. 
By ALBERT D. VANDAM. 
A Court areaeey 
y B.A. AF ee 2 al 
The Bata The Lover's Progress, 
By F LORENCE WA 
Joan, the Curate. A Fight toa Finish. 
By CY WARMAN. gepren Messenger, 
By A. WERNER. 
ap ene 's White Man. 
y WILLIAM WESTALL. 
For PR AN and Life. The Old Factory. 
AWoman Tempted Him | Red Ryvington. 
Her Two Millions. Ralph Norbreck’s Trust 
Two Pinches of Snuff. | Trust-money. 
Nigel rhe dae Sons of Belial. 
Birch D Roy of Roy’s Court. 
The Peat City. With the Red Eagle. 


A Queer Kace, A Red Bridal. 
Ben Clough. Strange Crimes (True 
Stories). 


By ATHA WESTBURY. 
The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. 
By FRED WHISHAW. 
A Forbidden Name. 
By C. J. WILLS.—An Easy- pone ea 
By JOHN STRANGE WINT 
Cavalry Life; and Regimental Legends. 
A Soldier's erst 
y BE. ZOLA. 
The Joy of dee | His Masterpiece. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
Abbe Mouret’s Transgression, 
Tie Conquest of Plassans. | Germinal. 
The Honour of the Army. 
The Downfall. Bis Excellency: 


The Dream, |? Money. | The Dram-Shop. 
Dr. Pascal, Tourdes, | Rome. | Paris.| Work, 
The Fat and th Thin. Fruitfulness. | Truth, 


By ‘ZZ.’—A Nineteenth Century Miracle, 


| Ina Cathedral City, 


2 ine 


By ARTEMUS WARD. 
-artemus Ward Complete. 

% By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wite. or Widow? | A Life Interest. 
‘Blind Fate. Mona's Choice. 

: Valerie’ 8 Fate. By Woman's Wit, 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 
, hn the Phosnician. 


CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 


By GRANT ALLEN. 
Philistia, | Sete ioh. Dumaresq's Daughter. 
Strange Stories. Duchess of Powysland, 
For Maimie’s Sake, Blood Royal. ee: 
In all Shades. Ivan Greet’s Master- 
The Beckoning Hand. The Scallywag. 
The Devil's Die. This Mortal Coil. 
The Tents of Shom At Market Value. 
The Great Taboo, Under Sealed Orders, 


30 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, 111 St. Martin’s ene London, Ww.t 


Two-Suittinc NoveLs—continued, 
€ BY FRANK BARRETT. 


Fettered for Life. 
Little Lady Linton. 
Botween Life & Death. 
Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
Folly Morrison. 

Lieut. Barnabas. 
Honest Davie. 

A Prodigal’s Progress. 


Found ied 

A Recoiling Vengeancs, 
For Love and Honour, 
John Ford, &c. 
Woman of IronBrace’ts 
The Harding Scandal, 
A Missing Witness. 


By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 


Ready- Money Mortlboy 
My Little Gi 

With Harp ana Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of Thelema. 


By Celia’s Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet, 
The Seamy Side. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft, 
In Trafalgar’s Bay: 

The Ten Years’ Tenant, 


By Sir WALTER BESANT. 


All Sorts and Condi- 
tions of Men. 

The Captains’ Room. 

All in a Garden Fair. 

Dorothy Forster. 

Uncle Jack. 

The ones Went Very 
Weill The 

Children of | Gibeon. 

Herr Paulus. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

To Call Her Mine. 

The Master Craftsman. 


The Bell of St. Paul's. 

The Holy Rose. 

Armorel of Lyonesse. 

§.Katherine's by Tower 

Verbena Camellia Ste- 
phanotis. 

Tho Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Queen. 

Beyond the Dreams of 
Avarice. 

The Revolt of Man. 

In Deacon’s Orders. 

The City of Refuge. 


By AMBROSE BIERCE. 


In the Midst of Life. 


By FREDERICK BOYLE. 


Camp Notes, 
Savage Life. 


Chronicles of No-man's 
Land. 


BY BRET HARTE. 


Californian Stories. 
Gabriel Conroy. 

Luck of Roaring Camp. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 


Flip. ! Maruja. 

A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
A Waif of the Plains. 
Ward of Golden Gate, 


By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 


Shadow of the Sword, 
A Child of Nature, 
God and the Man, 
Love Me for Ever, 
Foxglove Manor, 

The Master of the Mine. 
Annan Water. 


The Martyrdom of Ma- 
deline, 

The New Abelard. 

The Heir of Linne. 

Woman and the Man. 

Rachel Dene. | Matt. 

Lady Kilpatrick. 


By BUCHANAN and MURRAY, 


The Charlatan, 


By HALL CAINE. 


The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. 


The Deemster. 


By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the ‘Black Prince.’ 


By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 


The Aavedtare of Jones, 


y AUSTIN CLARE 


For the Pe of a Lass. 


By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 


Paul Ferroll 


Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 
By MACLAREN COBBAN. 


The Cure of Souls. 


| The Red Sultan. 


WILKIE COLLINS. 


Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret, 
Queen of Hearts, 
Miss or Mrs.? 

‘The New Magdalen, 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady 
The Two Vestinies, 
The Haunted Hotel, 
& Rogue's Life, 


AfterDark.| My Miscellanies, 


e Woman in White, 
The Moonstone, 
Man and Wife, 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves, 
Jezebel’s Daughter, 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science, 
‘I Say No!’ 

The Evil Genius, 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain, 
Blind Love, 


By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 


The Bar Sinister. 


By MORT. & FRANCES COLL{&ls. 
Sweet Anne Page, Sweet and Twenty. 
Transmigration. The Village Comedy, 
Fr Lieder shad to Mid- A ey, me False. 

night. acksmith 
A Fight with Fortune. | Frances. a 
y M. J. COLQUHOUN. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 


By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. : 
The Pree z the Great Smoky Mountains. 2 
y MATT CRIM. } 

The Peete os of a Fair Rebel. 
By H. N. CRELLIN.—Tales of the Caliph’ 


By B. M. CROKER. 
Pretty Miss Neville. Village Say and Jungle 
Diana Barrington, Tragedies. 
‘To Let.’ Two Masters. 
A Bird of Passage. Mr. Jervis. 
Proper Pride. The Real Lady Hilda, 


A Family Likeness, Married-or Single? - 
A Third Person. Interference. 
By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 
The Man-Hunter. In the Grip of the Law, 
Tracked and Taken, From Intormation Re- 
Canght at Last! ceived, re 


Wantedt Tracked to Doom. t 
Who Poisoned Hetty] Link by Link < 
Duncan ? Suspicion Aroused, F 


Man from Manchester. | Riddles Read. 

A Detective’s Triumphs 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. ; 

The Chronicles of Michael Danevit ch. is 
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES. 

A Point of Honour, | Archie Loveil. 


By EDWARD EGGLESTON. 


Roxy. 

By G. MANVILLE FENN. 
The New Mistress. The Tiger Lily. 
Witness to the Deed. The White Virgin. 


By PERCY FITZGERALD. 


Bella Donna. Second Mrs. Tillotson, 
Never Forgotten. Seventy - five Brooke 
Polly. Street. 

Fatal Zero. The Lady of Brantome 


By P. FITZGERALD and others. 

pikes a Secrets. 
By R. E. FRANCILLON. 
King or Knave? 
Romances of the Law, 
A Real Queen. ahs of Sand. ri 
Queen Cophetua, og and his Shadow 
By HAROLD FREDERIC. 

Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 


Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. ~ 


Pandurang Hari 


Olympia. 
One by One. 


y GILBERT GAUL. % 

A Strange Htanuscent iA 

By CHARLES GIBBON. a 

Robin Gray. In Honour Bound. Nr 
Faucy Free. Flower of the Forest, 


The Braes of Yarrow, | - 
The Golden Shaft, 
Of High Degree. 

By Mead and Stream, 
Loving a Dream, 


For Lack of Gold. 
What will World Say ? 
In Love anid War. 

For the King. 

In Pastures Green. 


Queen of the Meadow. | A Hard Knot. - 
A Heart’s Problem, Heart’s Delight. 
The Dead Heart. Blood-Money. 


By WILLIAM GILBERT. 
James Duke. 
By ERNEST GLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. The Fossicker. 
A ars Colonist, 
By Rey. S. aed GOULD 
Red Spider, Eve, 
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